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— ary O14 man, tenant to Glo'ſter. 
Duke of Albany. 1 
Earl . — <_ x 
Earl of Kent. FE i Servants to Glo'ſter. 
Edgar, fon to Glo'ſter 
Edmund, baſterd fon to Glo'ſter. Coy daugbters to Lear, 
Caran, à court ier. 
Doctor. 
Fool. 44 at on the King, 
Ofſw.d, Ste war 4to Gonerill. Officers, Meſſengers, Soldiers, 
4 Captain, empley'd by Edmund. || and Atteudents, 


SCENE hes in Britain, 


= TE 3. a S CEN E I. 
The King's Palace. 
Enter Kent, Glo'ſter, and Edmund the Baſtard. 


Kent, Thought the King had more affected the 
Duke of Albany than Cornwall. 
Glo. It did always ſeem io to us: but 
now, in the diviſion of the kingdom, it ap- 
not which of the Dukes he v-lues molt ; for qua- 
ities are ſo weigh'd, that curioſity “ in neither can 
make choice of either's moiety, 


® Curioſity for 36— 
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King Lear, Ad 1, 


Kent. Is not this your ſon, my Lord? 

Glo. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. 1 
have ſo often bluſh'd toacknowledge him, that now 1 
am braz'd to't. 

Kent. 1 cannot conceive you, 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could; where. 
upon ſhe grew round-womb'd; and had indeed, Sir, 
a ſon for her cradle, ere ſhe had a huſband for her bed. 
Do you ſmell a fault? 

Kent. I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iflue of it 
being ſo proper. 

Glo. But I have a fon, Sir, by order of law, ſome 
year elder than this, who yet is nodearer in my account : 
though this knave came ſomewhat ſaucily into the world 
betore he was ſent for, yet was his mother fair; there 
was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon muſt be 
acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Ed- 
mund ? 

Edm. No, my Lord. 


Cle. My Lord of Kent; 
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 
Eam My ſervices to your Lorcſhip. 
Kent. I muſt love you, and fue to know you better, 
Edm. Sir, 1 ſhall Rudy your deſerving 
Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall 
again, [Trumpets ſound, within , 
The King is coming. 
SC EN E Il 


Enter King Lear, Cornwell. Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 


Lear. Attend the Lords of France and Bur, undy, 
Glo'ſter. | | 
Glo. 1 ſhall, wy Liege. (Exit. 
Lear Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker “ purpole. 
Give me the map here: know, we have ci ided, 
In three, our kingdom; and tis our firſt wtear, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineis from our ape; 


Conterring them on younger ſtrengths while we 
Uuburthen'd crawl tow rd death. Our fon of Cornwall, 


Darter ior more ſecret ; not for indireft, oblique, 
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gc. 2. King Lear. 

And you, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, 

We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 

Our daughters ſev'ral dow'rs, that future ſtrife 

May be prevented. The Princes France and Burgundy, 

Great Rivals in our younger daughter's love, 

Long in our court have made their am rous ſojourn, 

And here are to beanſwer'd, Tell me, daughters, 

(Since now we will diveſt us, both of rule, 

Int'reſt of territory, and cares of ſtate) 

Which of you, ſhall we ſay, doth love us moſt ? 

That we our largeſt bounty may extend, 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill, 

Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. | 
Gon. | love you, Sir, 

Dearer than eye ſight, ſpace, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 

No leſs than life, with 

As much as child e er lov'd, or father found: 

A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 

Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia do; love, and be 275. 
| UL . 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds, ev'n from this line to this, 

With ſhadowy foreſts and with champions rich'd, 

With plenteous rivers and wide ſkirted meads, 

We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iſſue 

Be this per petual.— What ſays our ſecond daughter, 

Our deareſt Regan, wife of Cornwall? ſpeak, 
Reg. am made of that ſelf- metal as my ſiſter, 

And prize me at her worth, in my true heart, 

I] fad the names my very deed ot love; 

Only ſhe comes too ſhort: that I profeſs 

Myſelf an enemy to all other joys, = 

W hich the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe poſſeſſes; 

And find | am alone felicitate | 

In your dear Highneſs' love. 


Cor. Then poor Cordelia! [ Afede.. 


And yet not fo, ſince l am ſure my love's 
More pond'rous than their tongue. 

Lear To thee and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom 
i. e. beyond all expreſſion, | 
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grace, health, beauty, honour : 
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6 King Lear, Ad 1. 


No lefs in face, validity , and pleaſure, 
Thar that corferr'd on Gonerill, — Now our joy, 
Although our laſt, not leaſt ; in whoſe young love, 
The v-nes of France, and milk of Burgurdy. 
St. ive to be int' reis d: what fay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your titers? ſpeak, 
Cor . Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing ? 
Cr. Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing; ſpeak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that i am, | cannot heave 
My heart unto my mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor leſs. 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your ſpeech a 
Leſt you may mar your fortunes. little, 
Cor. Good my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 1 
Return thoſe duties back, as are right fit; 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
W hy have my ſiſters huſbands, if they fay, 
They love you all? haply when 1 ſhall wed, 
That Lord whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty, 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my ſiſters, 
To love my father all. 
Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 
Cor Ay, my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor So young, my Lord, and true. 
Lear. I et it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dower: 
For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be; 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barb'rous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſes, 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd, 


* Palidity, for worth, value; not for integrity, or gcod title, 
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Sc. 2. Ring Tear · 7 


As thou my ſometime daughter. 
Kent. Gnod my Liege 
Lear. Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath, 

1 lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 

On her kind nuts ry Hence, avoid my ſight !— [To Cor. 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father's heart from her. Call France; who ſtirs ? 

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 

With my two daughters dowers digelt the third. 

Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 

] do inveſt you jointly with my power, 

Preheminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with Majeſty. Ourſelf by monthly courſe, 

With reſervation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abo de 

Make with you by due turns: only retain 

Ihe name and all th' addition to a King: 

The ſway, revenue, execution of th' heſt, 

Beloved ſons, be yours; which to confirm, 

This coronet part between you. [Giving the crown. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 

Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, I 

And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs —— 

Lear The bow is bent and drawn, make from the 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade [ſhaft. 

The region of my heart; be Kent unmannerly, 

When Lear is mad: what would'tt thou do, old man? 

Think'ſ thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, 

When power to flatt'ry bows ? to plainneſs honour 

Is bound, when Majeſty to folly falls. 

Reſerve thy ſtate; with betrer jud check 

This hideous raſhneſs; with my life 1 anſwer, 

Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt ; 

Nor are thoſe empty-hearted, whoſe low ſound 

Reverbs no hollowaeſs. 


Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life 1 never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thy foes ; nor fear to loſe it, 
Thy ſafety being the motive, 

Lear, Out of my fight! 
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8 King T ear. Act 1. 


Rent See better, Lear, aad let me ſtill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now by Apollo 

Kent. Now by Apollo, King, 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain, 

Lear. O vaſlal! miſfcreant/ 


| aying his hand on bis fword. 
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir, — 


Kent Kill thy phyſician, and thy fee beſtow 
Upon the foul diſeaſe ; revoke thy doom, 

Or whillt 1 can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'll tell thee thou doſt evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 

Since thou haſt ſought to make ns break our vow, 
Which we Curſt never yet; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our ſentence and our power ; 
Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear, 
Our potency make good ; woes no 

Five days we do allot thee for oy PR 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters world 3 

And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back 

Upon our kingdom ; ; if, the tenth day following, 
Thy baviſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death: away! By Jupiter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd. 

Kent. Fare thee well, King; fith thus thou wilt ap- 
Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here; F[pear, 
The gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, [ To Cor. 
That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid ; 

And your large ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 
[To Gon. and Reg. 
That good effects may ſpring ſrom words of love. 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu, 
He Il ſhape his old courſe in a country new. [Exit. 


SCENE HE 


Enter Glo'ſter, with France and Burgundy, and At- 
| tlendants. 


Gl>. Here's France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 
Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 
We firſt addreſs tow'rd you, who with this King 


ger, for execution of the ſentence. 
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Se. 3. King Lear. 0 


Have rival'd for our daughter; what at leaſt 
Will you require in preſent dower with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love? 

Bur. Moſt Royal Majeity, 
I crave no more than what your Highneſs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender lefs. 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
When ſhe was dear to us, we held her ſo; 
Bat now her price is fall n. Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
If aught within that little ſeeming ſubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec d. 
And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is your's. 

Bur. I know no anſwer. 

Lear. Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curſe, and ſtranger d with ouroath, 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon, Royal Sir ; 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions. 

Lear, Then leave her, Sir; for by the pow'r that 

made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. For you, great King, 
[To France, 

I would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where I hate; therefore beicech you 
T' avert “ your liking a more worthy way, 
I han on a wretch, whom nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t acknowledge her's. 

France. This is moſt ſtrange ! 
That the, who ev'n but now was your beſt object, 
Your praiſe's argament, balm of your age, 
Deareſt and beſt, ſhould in this trice cf time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, th' offeuce 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
As montters it; or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall'n into taint : which to believe of her, 
Mult be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 


® To avert, for to turn, ſimply. 


1 King Lear. AQ rx, 


('f, for I want that glib and oily art, 
To ſpeak and purpoſe not; fince what I well intend, 
I'll do't before 1 ſpeak). that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulneſs, 
No unchaſte action, or dilhbonour'd ſtep, 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 
But ev'n the want of that, for which I'm richer, 
A till-foliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That t'm gla4 I've not ; though not to have it, 
Hath luſt me in your liking. 
Lear Better thou 
Hadſt not been born, than not have pleas'd me better. 
France. Is it but this? a tardinefs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke 
That it intends to do? My Lord of Burgundy, 
W hat fay you to the lady ? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand 
Aloof from th” entire * point. Say, will you have her ? : 
She is herſelf a dowry. | 
Bur. Royal King, 
Give but that portion which yourſelf propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burguudy. 
Lear. Nothing. I've ſworn. 
Bur. 1 m forry then you have ſo loſt a father, 
That you mult loſe a buſband. 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ; 
Since that reſpe&s of fortune are his love, 
1 ſhall not be his wife. 


France. Favelt Cordelia, that art moſt rich, being 


Moſt chnice, torſaken ! and moſt lov'd, deſpis'd ! [poor ! 
Thee and thy virtues here 1 ſeize upon. 

Be't lawful I take up what's caſt away. 

Gods, gots! tis range, that from their cold'ſt neglect 
My love ſhould k:ndle to inflam'd reſpec. 

Thy dow'rleſs dau, hier, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is Queen ot us, ot ours, and our fair France. 

Not all the Dukes of wat riſh Burgundy 

Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me. 

Bid them farewel, Cordelia, tho unkind ; 

Thou loieſt — a better where to find. - 
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Sc. 4+ King Lear. 11 


Lear. Thou haſt her, France; let her be thine, for 
Have no ſuch daughter; nor ſhall ever ſee [we 
I hat face of her's again; therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benizoa. 

Come, Noble Bureundy. 
[Flouriſh. Exeunt Lear and Burgundy, 


SCENE Iv. 


France. Bid farewel to your ſiſters. 

Cor Ye jewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves yon, I know what you are, 
And, like a filter, am moſt loth to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father, 
To your profefling boſoms 1 commit him; 

But yet, alas ! flood 1 within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place, 
So f+rewel to you both. 
Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty, 
Gon. Let your ſtudy - 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms ; you have obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have vaunted. 

Cor Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 

W ho cover'd faults at laſt with ſhame derides. 
Well may you proſper ! 

France. Come, wy fair Cordelia, 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 


S CE NE v. 


Can. Siſter, it is not little I've to ſay, 
Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 
I think ou father will go hence to-night. 

Reg. That's certain, and with you; next month 
with as. 

Cen. You ſee how full of change his age is, the ob- 
ſervation we have made of it hath not been little; he 
always lov d our filter moſt, and with what poor judg- 
ment he hath now caſt her off, appears too grolsly. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he hath ever 
but ſleaderly known himtielf. 

Con. The belt and foundeft of his time hath been but 
raſh ; then mult we look, from his age, to receive nut 


12 King Lear. AQ 1, 


alone the imperfections of long-ingrafted condition, but 
therewithal the unruly way wardueſs that infirm and 
choleric years bring with them. 

Reg Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's banilhment. 

Gon There is further compliment of leave - taking be- 
tween France and him ; pr-y you, let us hit together : 
it our tather carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as be 
bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg We ſhall further think ot it. 

Cen. We mult do ſomething, and i ch heat [ Exeurt. 


SCENE VI. 


Changes to a cafile belonging to the Earl of Gloſter. 


Enter Edmund, with a letter. 

Edm Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law 
My ſervices are bound ; wherefore ſhould I 
Stand in the pledge of cuſtom, and permit 
Ihe courteſy of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon ſhines 
Lag of a bruther ? ® Why baſtard? wherefore baſe ? 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as gen rous, and my ſhape as true, 
As honeſt Madam's iſſue? why brand they us 
With baſe ? with baſeneſs ? baſtardy ? baſe, baſe? 
«© Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 
« More compoſition and fierce quality, 
4% Than doth. within a dull, ſtale, tired bed, 
% Go to creating a whole tribe of tops, 
% Got 'tween a ſleep and wake? Well then, good bro- 
Legitimate Edgar, I muſt have your land; [ther, 
Ou: father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 
As to th' legitimate; fine word —— legitimate —— 


Edmund is here inveighing againſt the tyranny of cuſtom, of 
which te produces two diſt net inſtances ; «ne with teſpect to younger 
brothers, the other with reſpect to baſtzids. In the former, he muſt 
not be underit.o4 to mean himſelf, though he ſpeaks in the firſt per- 
ſon, but according to à common mode of ſpecch to fu the caſe 


his own, and as in his own perſon to exclaim apeinſ the unreaſon- 


ableneſs and injuſtice of the thing. The argument thus becomes ge- 
neral, implying more than is faid, namely, Wherefore ſuould I, or any 
mars, Kc. 
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Se. 7. King Lear. 13 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 

Shall de th' legitimate, ——1 grow, | proſper ; 

Now, Gods, ſtand up for baſtards ! 


SCENE VII. To him, enter Glo'ſter. 


Gl, Kent baniſh” i thus! an France in choler parted! 
And the King gone to-night ! ſubſcrib'd “ his power! 
Conhn'd to exhibition ! all is gone 
Upon the gad !—Edmund, how now? what news? 

Edm. So pleaſe your Lordihip, none. 

[Putting up the letter. 

Clio. Why fo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my Lord. 

Glo, Whit piper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my Lord 

Glo. No! what neede i then that terrible diſpatch of 
it into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not 
ſuch need to hi ſe itſelf. Let's iee; come, it it be no- 
thing, 1 ſh all not need ſpecticles 

Edm | beicech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter 
from my brother, thit I have not all o er real; and 
for ſo much as I have perus d, I find it not fit for your 
overlooking. 

Glo. Gwe me the letter, Sir. | 

Edm | ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it. The 
contents, as in part | underitand them, are to bla. ne. 
Cloe. Let's fee, let's ice. | 

Elm. | hope, for my brother's juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an eſſ:y, or tatte ot my virtue. 

Glo reed. ] This policy and reverence of ages t makes 
the worid bitter to the beſt of our times ; keeps our for tunes 
from us till aur oldneſs cannot relifh them. Thegin to find 
an ille ant fond bondage in tie 2ppre/ſion of aged tyranny ; 
which ſways, not as it vath power, but as it is ſuffered, 
Cume to me, that of this I may ſpeat more I/ our father 
old fleep till 1 wak d him, you thould enjoy half tis re- 
tru? for ever, and live the beloved of your hratger, © DGAR, 
tum ——conlipitacy ! deep till 1 wake tm 
vou thould enj y halt bis revenue — My lon Ed- 


o fſubſcrib d. for tram ſerred. atieuated. 
1 ages, ſi u for mer times. 


14 Ring Lear. Act r. 


gar! had be a hand to write this! a heart and a brain to 
breed it in! M hen came this to you ? who brought it? 
Edm. It was not brought me, my Lord; there's the 
curving of it. 1 found it thrown in at the caſement of 
my cloſet. 
Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ? 
Eam It the matter were good, my Lord, I durſt 
ſwear it were his; but, in reſpe& ot that, I would fain 
thirk it were not. 
Glo. It is his. 


Edm. It is his hand, my Lord; I hope his heart is 


not in the contents, 

Che. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſi- 
neſs ?. 

Edam. Never. my Lord. But I have heard him oft 
ma'r.tain it to be fit, that ſons at perfect age, and fa- 
thers declining. the father ſhould be as a ward to the 
ſon, and the be manage his revenue. 

Glo O villain, villa ! his very opinion in the let- 
ter. Abhorred villain ! unnatural, deteſted, brutiſh 
viilain ! worſe than brutiſh ! Ge, firrah, ſeek him 11 
apprehend him. Abomirable villain, where is he? 

Edu. — 2 — — it — dey" 
you to ftuipend your indi; nation _ my brother, till 
you can derive from him better t y of his intent, 
you ſhould run « certain cour ie ; where, if you violently 
proceed againſt him, | GY bs purpole it would 
make a great g jap in your own houour, and ſtake in 

eces the heart of his obedience. I date pawn down my 

iſe for him, that he hath writ this to teel my affection 
to your Honour, and to no other pretence ot danger ®, 

Ge. Trink you ſo ? 

Eam. It your Honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you hall hear us confer of this, and by an auri- 
cular aſſurance have your latzfa@on ; and that with- 
out any turther delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be ſuch a monlter. 

Edm. Nor is not, ſure. 

Glo To his fatter, that ſo tenderly and entirely loves 
him. Heav'n and earth! Edmund, ſeek him out; 
wind me into hun, | pray you; frame the buſineſs at- 


® Pretence, for purpoſe ; danger, for wickedneſs, 
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Sc. 8. King Lear. 15 
ter your own wiſdom, I would unſtate myſelf, to be in 


a due reſolution. 
Edm. 1 will ſeek him, Sir, pr-ſently, convey * the bu- 
ſineſs as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 
Glo. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon portend 
no 


good to us; though the wiſdom of nature can reaſon 
it thus and thus, yet nature finds itſelf ſcourg'd by the 
ſequent effects. Love cools, friendſhip falls off, bro- 
« thers divide. In cities, mutinies; in countries, diſ- 
% cord; in palaces, treaſon; and the bond crack'd 
« 'twixt ſon and father.” This villain of mine comes 
under the prediction, There's ſon againſt father; the 
King falls from bias of nature, there's father againſt 
child. We have ſeen the beſt of our time. Machi- 
% nations, ho!lowneſs, treachery, and all ruinous diſ- 
* orders, follow us diſquietly to our graves ! Find out 
this villain, Edmund; it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do ic 
carefully —— And the noble and true hearted Kent ba- 
nith'd! his offence, honeſty. Tis ſtrange. [Exit. 


SCENE VIi. Manet Edmund. 


Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
* that when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurfeits 
„of our own behaviour), we make guilty of our dif- 
« alters, the ſun, the moon, and (tars, as it we were 
* viilains on neceſſity; fools, by heavenly compulſion ; 
% knaves, thieves, and treacherous, by ipherical pre- 
% dominance; drunkards, lyars, and aduiterers, by an 
* inforc'd obedience of planetary influence; and all 
0 that we are evil in, by a divine thruſting on. An ad- 


„ micable evaſion of whoremaſter man, to lay his 


«« goatith diſpoũtion on the change of a ſtar ! My father 
„ compounded with my mother under the Dragon's 
* tail, and my nativity was under {Urſa Major; fo 
„that it tollows I am rough and lecherous, I ſhould 
© have been what 1 am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the 
* firmameat twinkled on my baſtardizing. 


* Convey, for introduce : but convey is a fine word, as alluding to 


the practice ot clandcttine conveying goods, ſo as not to be found up- 
on the tclon, 
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SCENE IX. To him, enter Edgar. 


pat“ He comes like the cataſtrophe of the old cor 
% medy; ay cue is villanous melancholy, with a figh 


" like Tom o' Bedlam— O, theſe eclipſes pot tend thele 


diviſions ! ta, fol, la, me [ Humming, 

Eag How now, brother Edmund, what lerious con- 
templation are you in? 

Fam. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
this other day, what thould tollow thele eclipies. 

Edg. Do you buly yourlelf with that? 

Eam. I promiſe you, the effects he writes of ſucceed 
unbappily. When ſaw you my father lait? 

Edg. | he night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with bm? 

Eag. Ay, two hours together, | 

Edm. Parted you in good terms; found you no dif: 
plealure in him, by word or countenance ? 
| Edg. None at all, 

Eam. Bethink yourſelf wherein you have offended 
him: and, at my intreaty, furbear his pre:ence, until 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſplea- 
ſure ; which at this. ivitant iv rageth in him, that with 
the miſch ef ot your perion it would ſcarcely allay, 

Zag Some villain hath done me wrong, 

2am. That's my fear. I pray you have a continent 
forbearence till the ipeed of his rage goes flower ; and, 
as | ſay, reure with me to my lodging, trom whence 1 
will ftly bring you to bear my Lord ſpeak. Pray you, 
go; there s my key. Ii you do ſtir abroad, go arm d. 

Fag. Aram'd, brother! 

Eam. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt; I am no ho- 
neſt man, if there oe any good meaning toward you. 
I have told you what | have ſeen and heard, but taintly ; 
nothing like the image and horror of it, Fray you a- 


Way. 
Edg. Shall L hear from you anon ? [Exit. 
e n. 

Edm. L do ſerve you in this buſineſs : 


A ccedulous tather, and a brother noble, 
Whoſe nature is fo far from doing harms, 
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That he ſuſpects none; on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 


* My practices ride eaſy: | fee the buſineſs, 
h Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit; 
A All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [Exit, 
TH SCENE XI. The Duke of Albany's palace. 
aa Enter Gonerill and Steward. 
Gon. Did my father ſtrike my gentleman for chiding 
ot his fool ? 


Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Gon. By day an night he wrongs me; every hour 
He flithes into one groſs crime or other. 
That ſets us all at odds: ll not endure it. 
His knights grow riotous, and himſelf uphraids us 
On ev'ry trifle When he returns from hunting, 
I will not ſpeak with him; ſay, 1 am lick. 
If you come lack of former ſervices, 
You ſh ill do well; the fault of ic I'll anſwer. 

Stew. He's coming, Madam; I hear him, 

Gon. Put on what wary neglize ce you pleaſe, 
You and vour fellows: ['d have it come to q 
If he diitaſte it, let him to my ſiſter, 
Whoſe mind and mine 1 know in that are one, 
Not to be over-rul d. Ile old man, 
That (till would manage thoſe authorities 
That he hath giv'n away ! Now, by my life, 
Old folks are babes again; and m 2{t be us d 
With checks, not flatt ries, when they're ſeen abus d. 
Remember what | have fail. 

Stew, Very well, Madam, 


ho- Con. And let his knights have colder looks among 
ou. Wut grows of it, no matter; and adviſe [you : 
ty; Your feilows ſo. 1 ll write ſtrait to wy ſi ter 
u a- To hold my courſe. Go, and prepare for dinner. 

[ Exeunt, 
ait. 


S CE N E III. 
Charges to an open place before the palace. 
Enter Kent diſgais'd, 


Kent, If but as well 1 other acceats borrow, 
| B 2 
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And can my ſpeech diffuſe ®, my good intent 

May carry through itſelf to that full iſſue. 

For which I raz'd my likeneſs. Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'sd, 
So may it come, thy maſter, whom thou lov ſt, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


Horns within, Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 


Lear. - ſlay a jot for dinner; go, get it 
ready. 
How now, what art thou? [To Kent. 
Kent A man, Sir. 


Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? what would'ſt thou 


with vs ? 


Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem ; to ſerve 


him truly that will put me in truſt ; to love him that is 
honeſt ; to converfe with him that is wiſe; to ſay little; 


to fear judgement; to fight when 1 cannot chule ; and 


to eat no fiſh, 

Lear. What art thon ? 

Kent, A very houeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor as 
the King, 


Lear. If thou beeſt as poor for a ſubje& as he's for 


a King, thou art poor enough, What would'ſt thou?” 

Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Doſt thou know me, ſellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir; but you have that in your counte» 

nance which 1 would fain call maſter, 
Lear. What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. M hat ſervices canſt thou do? 

Kent, I can keep honeſt counſels, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit tor, I am qua- 
lify*'d in; and the beſt of me is diligence, 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for ſing» 


*T here ſignifies to diſorder, to put out regular courſe, 
It n S 22. Fele 
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ing. nor ſo ald ta doat on her ſor any thing. I have 
years on my back forty-eight. 
Lear Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me If 1 like thee 
no worſe after dinner, 1 will not part from thee. Yet 
no dinner ? ho, dinner—where's my knave ? my fool ? 
Go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, ſirrah, 
where's my daughter ? 

| Enter Steward. 
| Stew, So pleaſe ou — Exit; 
Lear. What ſays the fellow there? call the clotpole 
back : where's my fool, ho? -—— I think the world's 
aſleep, How now? where's that mongrel ? 

Knight. He ſays, my Lord, your daughter is not well, 

Lear. Why came not the ſlave back to me when [ 
call'd him ? 

Knight Sir, he anſwer'd me ia the roundeſt manner, 
he would not. ; 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight. My Lord, 1 know not what the matter is; 
but, to my judgment. your Highneſs is not entectain'd 
with that ceremonious affection as you were wont; 
there's a great abatement ot kindneis appears, as well 


in the general dependents, as ia the Duke himſelf _ 
and your danghter. 


Lear. Ha! ſay & thou fo ? 

Knight. | beſeech you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
miltaken ; tor my duty cannot be ſilent, when I think 
your Highneſs i is wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remember'ſt me of my own 
tion, | have perceiv'd a moſt fannt 'vegle of late, 
which | have rather blamed as my own jealous curioſi- 
ty, than as a very pretence * ard purpoſe of unkindneſs. 
I will look further into t. But where's wy fool ? | have 
not ſeen him tne!e two days. | 

Knight. Since ny young lady's going into France, 
Sir, the tool hath mucn pined a WAY. | 

Lear No more of that, I have noted it well; go 
you and tell my daughter, | would ſpeak with her, 
Go you, call hither n tool, O, you, Sir, 5 
hither, Sir; who an l. Sir ? | 


pretence, tot indications 
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King Lear. Act r. 
Enter Steward. 


Stew. My Lady's father. 

Lear. My Lady's father? my Lord's knave ! — 
you whorſon dog, you ſlave, you cur, 

_ | am none of theſe, my Lord; I beſeech your 
pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you raſcal ? 


Stew, Il not be ſtruck, my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript neither, you baſe foot-ball player. 
[Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow. "Thou ſerv'ſt me, and 
IU love thee. 

Kent. Come, Sir, ariſe, away ; I'll teach you differ- 
ences: away, away ; if you will meaſure your lubber's 
length again, tarry. But away, go to: have you wiſ- 
dom? ſo [Puſhes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee; there's 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 


SCENE Xin. To them, enter Fool. 


Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my coxcomb. 
| [Giving his cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how do'ſt thou? 

Feol, Sirrah, you were beſt take my coxcomb *. 

Kent. Why, my boy ? x | 

Fool. Why ? for taking one's part that is out of fa- 
vour ; nay, an' thou canſt not ſmile as the wind fits, 
thou'lt catch cold ſhortly. There, take my coxcomb ; 
why, this fellow has baniſh'd two of bis daughters, and 
did the third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou follow 
him, thou muſt needs wear my coxcomb. How now, 
nuncle ? would 1 had two coxcombs, and two daughters! 

Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I give them all my living, I'll keep my cox- 
comb myſelt ; there's mine, beg another of thy daugh- 
ters, 


Ps called fo, becauſe on the top of the feol or 
wed a piece of red cloth, reſembling the comb of a 
wards, uſed to denote a vain, conccited, med- 
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Lear. Take head, firrah, the whip, ——— 
Fool. Troth's a dog mult to kennel ; he muſt be 
a Lady Brach may "Rand by th' 
„and ſtink, 
"= A peſtilence gall to me. 
Fool. Sirrab, I'll teach thee a ſpeech. [Te Kent. 
Lear. Do. = | 
Fool. Mark it, nuncle ; 
Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thou troweſt, 
Set leſs than thou throweſt, 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep within door, 
And thou ſhalt have more 
Than two tens to a ſcore, 
Kent. This is nothing, fool. 
Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer, 
you gave me nothing for't. Can you make no ule of 
nothing, nuncle ? 


Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of 


nothing. 
Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, ſo much the rent of his land 
comes to: he will not believe a fool. * Kent. 


Lear. Dolt thou call me todl, boy? 

Foel. * All thy other titles thou haſt given away; 
* that thou watt born with.” "OE 

Kent, * This is not altogether fool, my Lord.” 

Fool No, faith; lords and great men will not let 


me; if I had a monopoly ont, they would have part 


® believe a fool. 
Lear. A bitter fool ! 
Fool, Doſt thou know the difference, my boy, between a bitter 
fool and a ſweet one ? 

3 5M 

Lord that counſc I'd thee to 

Come, place him here by me! Son ny 

The ſweet and bitter fool will prefemily appear, 


The one in motley bere, the other found out there. 
Lear, Doſt thou call, Cc. 
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* on't : nay, the ladies too, they'll not let me have all 
fool to myſelf, they'll be ſnarching.” 
Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns, 

Lear. What two crowns ſhall they de ? 

Fool. Why, after l have cut the egg i” thꝰ middle, and 
ate up the meat, the two crowns of the egg ; when thou 
clovelt thy crown i' th* middle, and gar 14 away both 
parts. thou bor'ſt thine afs on thy back o'er the dirt; 
thou hadſt little wit in thy bald crown, when thon gav'ſt 
thy golden one away, If I ſpeak like myſelf in this, 
let him be whipp'd that firſt finds it ſooth 


Fools ne er had leſs grace in a year, F[Singiag., 
For wiſe men are grown foppiſh, 

And know not how their wits to wear, 
Their manners are ſo apiſh. 


Lear. Since when were you wont to be fo full of 
ſongs, firrah ? 

Fool | have uſed it, nnncle, e'er fince thou mad'ſt 
thy daughters thy mothers; for when thou gav'ſt them 
the rod, and putt' it down thy own breeches, 


Then they for ſudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And 1 fer fe forreew ſung, 

That /uch a Ru ſhould play be-peep, 
And go the fools among. 


Pr'ythee, nuncle keep a ſchoolmafter that can teach 


thy fool to lye ; 1 would fein learn to lye. 


Lear if you lye, firrah, we ll have you whipp'd. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are t 
they ll have me whipp'd for ſpeaking true. thou'lt have 
me whipp'd tor lying; and ſometimes | am whipp'd 
for holding my peace. I baꝗ rather he any kind o'thing 
than a fool, and yet | would not be thee, nuacle ; thou 
haſt pared thy wit o' both ſides, and loſt norking 7 thy” 
middle. mere comes one o th parinys. 


SCE N E XIv. To them. enter Gonerill. 


Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that frontlet 
on? you are too much of late i' th trown, 
Fool. Thou walt a pretty fellow, when thou hadſt no 


need to care for her fiowning; now thou art an O with» 
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out a ſigure; I am better than thou art now; I am a 

fool, thou art nothing. — Les, ſorſooth, I will hola 

my tongue, [Te Gonerill.]; fo your face bids me, tho 

you ſay nothing, | 
Mum, mum, he that keeps nor cruſt nor crum, [Singing, 
Weary of all, ſhall want fome. 


Thou art a ſheal'd peaſcod, [ Speaking to Lear. 
Gen, Not only, Sir, this your all-licens'd fool, 
But other of your inſolent retinue, 


Do hour ly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 


In rank and not to be endured riots. 
I thought, by making this well known unto you, 
T' have found a ſafe redreſs; but now grow fearſul, 
By what yourſelf too late have ſpoke and done, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on * 
By your allowance, If you ſhould, the fault 
Would not 'ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep, 
Which, in the tender of a wholſome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
(Which elſe were ſhame), that then neceſſity 
Will call diſcreet proceeding. 

Feel. For you know, nuncle, 


The hedge-ſparrow fed the cuckoo ſo long, 
That it bad its head bit off by its young ; 


So aut went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter? 

Gon. I would you would make uſe of your good wiſ- 
W hereof 1 know you are fraught, and put away {[dom, 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an aſs know when the cart draws the 
horſe ? whoop, Jug, | love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? this is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus ? ſpeak thus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakens, his diſcernings 
Are lethargied Ha ! waking tis not fo 
Who is it that can tell me who Iam? +F 


i. e. promote, put it forward. 
+ ———  Þ. Who I am. 

Fool. Lear's ſhadow. 

Lear. Lear's ſhadow? Cc. 


| 


| 
f 
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Lear's ſhadow ? I would learn; for by the marks 
Of ſovereignty of knowledge, and of reaſon, 
I ſhould be falſe perſuaded | ha4 daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 
Gon, This admiration. Sir, is much o' th' favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beſeech you, 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright. 
You, as you re old and reverend, ſhould be wiſe. 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and quit es, 
Men ſo diforder'd, fo debanch'd and told, 
That this cur cout, infefted with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn ; epicuriſm and luſt 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace *. Shame itſelf doth ſpeak 
For inſtant remedy, Be then deſir d 
By her, that elie will take the thing ſhe begs, 
Of fifty to diſquantity your train; 
And the remainders, that ſhall ſtill depend 4, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 
Lear. Darkneſs and devils ! 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together 
Degen rate baſtard ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
| Yet bavel left a daughter. 
Gon, You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rab- 
Make ſervants of their betters. [ble 


SCENE XV. To them, enter Albany, 


Lear, Woe! that too late repents—O, Sir, are you 
come ? 
Is it your will, ſpeak, Sir? prepare my horſes, —— 
[To Albany, 

Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou ſhew'it thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter. 

Alb. Pray you, Sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detefted kite! tho lyeſt. [To Gonerill. 
My traig are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the molt exact regard ſupport 


* i.e. 14 with the preſence of i 
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The worſhips of their names. O moſt ſnall fault l 
How ugly didu thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 
Which, like an engine, wreach'd my frame of nature 
From the fix d place “; drew trom my heart all love, 
And added to the gall, O Lear, Lear, Lear! | 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [ Srriking his head. 
And thy dear judgment out.—Go, go, my people. 

Alb, My Lord, I m guiltleis, as I'm ignorant 
Ol what hath mov'd os. 

Lear. It may be fo, my Lordi. 
Hear, Nature, hear; dear goidefs, hear a father! 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 
To make this creature truitful: 
Into her womb convey (terility, 
Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate þ body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her ! it the mult teem, 
Create her child of ſpleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her; 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With candent tears fret channels in her 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
10 laughter and contempt ; that the may feel 
How tharper than a ſerpent's tooth 1t is, 
10 have a thankleſs chili,——Go, go, my people. 


Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereot comes this ? 


Gon, Never afflict yourſelf to kncw ot what: 
But let his diipolition have that ſcope 
T hat dotage gives it. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap? 
Within a fortnight 1—— 

Aib What's the matter, Sir! 

Lear. I'll tell thee— lite and death! 1 am aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus; 

[Ta Gonerill. 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them — Blas and fogs 
upon thee ! 

Th' untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce ever y fence about thee ! Old tond eyes, 


* Alluding to the famous boaſt of Archimedes, 
Þ de1agate, tor unnatural, 


** —— _ 
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Beweep this cauſe again, I'll pluck ye out, | o 


And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 

To temper clay. Ha! is it come to this ? 

Let it be ſo: I have another daughter, 

Who I am fure is kind and comfortable ; 

When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 

She'll flea thy wolfiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 

That Ill reſume the ſhape which thou doſt think 

1 have calt off for ever. [Ex. Lear and Attendants. 


SCENE XVI, 


Gon, Do you mark that ? 
Alb. 1 cannot be fo partial, Gonerill, 
To the great love I bear you. 
Con. Pray you, be content, What, Oſwald, ho! 
You, Sir, more knave than foo!, after your maſter. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the fool 
A fox, when one has caught her, [with thee : 
And ſuch a daughter, | 
Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter: 
So the fool follows after. 
Gon. CURIE AS hae good counſel a hundred 
ights 
Ist politic, — ſafe, to let him keep 
A hundred knights? yes, that on ev'ry dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 
He may inguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 
And hold our lives at mercy. Oſwald, I ſay. 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far 
Gon. Safer than truſt too far. | 
Let me (till cake away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ſtill to be harm'd. 1 know his heart ; 
What he hath utter d, I have writ my ſiſter; 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain him and his hundred knights, 
When I have ſbew'd th' unfitneſ ———— 


Enter Steward. 


How now, Oſwald ? 

What, have you writ that letter to my ſiſter ? 
Stew. Ay, Madam. 
Cen. Tate you ſome company, and away to horſe ; 
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Inform her full of my particular ſears, 
And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your own, 
As may compact * it more. So get you gone, 
Aud hatlten your return, [Exit Steward. 
— No, no, my Lord, 
This wilky gentlenels and courſe of yours, 
Though I condean it not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more at taſk for want ot wiſdom, 
Than prais'd tor harmfui milyneſs, 
Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell 
Striving to better, olt we mar what's well, 
Gon. Nay then 
Alb. Well, well, th' event. [ Excant, 


SCENE XVII. 
A court yard belonging to the Duke of Albany's palace. 
Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentlemen, and Focl. 


Lear. Go you before to Glo'fler with thele letters; 
acquaint my daughter no turther with any thing you 
know, than comes from her demand out of the letter ; 


it your diligence be not ipeedy, I ſhall be there atore 


you. 
Kent. I will not ſleep, my Lord, till I have deliver - 


ed your letter. [ Exit. 


Fool. It a man's brain were in his heels, were t not 
in danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry, thy wit ſhall not 
go ſlip ſhod. a 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool Shalt tee thy other daughter will uſe thee kind- 
ly; for though the's as like this as a crab's like an ap- 
ple. yet | can tell what I can tell, 

Lear What canſt tell, boy? 

Fool. She will taſte as like this, as a crab does to a 
crab, Canit thou tell why one's noie Rands i' th' mid- 
dle of one's face ? 

Lear. No. | 
Feel, Why, to keep one's eyes of either fide one's 


* ccmpaR, for confirm, 
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noſe ; that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy 
in 


to, 

Lear. 1 did her wrong 
Fool. Canſt tell how an oyſter makes his ſhell ? 

Lear. No. | 

Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a ſnail has 
a houſe. 
Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put's head in; not to give it away to 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a caſe. 
Lear. 1 will forget my nature: ſo kind a father ! be 
my horſes ready ? 

Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven ſtars are no more than ſeven, is a pretty reaſon, 

Lear. Becauſe they are not eight. 

Fool. Yes, indeed ; thou would'ſt make a good fool. 

Lear. To tak't again perforce !———Monſter ingra- 
titude l 

Fool. If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that ? 

Fool. Thou ſhould'ſt not have been old, till thou 
hadſt been wiſe. 

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet heavn! 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad. 


How now, are the horſes ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my Lord. 


I ear. Come, boy. 
Fool. She that's a maid now, and lavghs at my de- 


parture, 
Shall not be a maid long, unleſs things be cut thorter. 
[ Exeunt, 


ACT nu SCENE I 
A caſtle belonging to the Earl Cle. ſter. 
Enter Edmund and Curan, ſeverally. 


Edm. Save thee, Curan. 
Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your father, 


n 
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ther, 
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and given him notice, that the Duke of Cornwall, and 
Re his Dutcheſs, will be here with him this night. 

2 How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, 1 know not; you have heard of the news 
— mean, the whiſper d ones, tor they are yet 
but ear- kiſſing arguments. 

Edm. Not | ; pray you, what are they? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
'wixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm, Not a word. 

Car. You may then in time. Fare you well, Sir. 


SCE N E. Ib 


Edm. The Duke be here to night! the better | Leſt?! 
This weaves itſelf perforce into my buſineſs ; 
My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 
And | have one thing of a queazy queſtion 
Which I mult ac: briefneſs and fortune work 
Brother, a word; deſcend, brother, I fay; 


To him, enter Edgar. 


My father watches; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid ; 

You've now the good advantage of the night. 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall? 
He's coming hither now i' th' night, in haſte, 

And Regan with him; have you nothing ſaid 

Upon his party 'gaiuſt rhe Duke of Albany“? 

Ad viſe yourſelf. | 

Ede. I m ſure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming. Pardon me 
In cunniag I mult draw my ſword upon you——— 
Draw, ſeem to defend yourſelf. 

Now quit you well 
viell come before my father—light ho a, here. 
Fly, brother —torches !—ſo — [Ex. Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me, would beget opinion 
[Wounds bis arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I've ſeen drunkards 


* g ing, upon the party engaged by him againſt the Duke of 
C2 
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Do more than this in ſport. Father! father! | 

Stop, ſtop, no help ? 
$S CE NE III. 


To him, enter Glo ſter, and ſervants with torches, 


Glo Now, Fdmund, where's the villain ? 
Eam. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword out, 
Mu : bling of wicked charms, conj ring the moon 
To ſtand's auſpicious miſtreſs. 
Glo. But where is he ? 
Edm Look, Sir, I bleed. 
Ge. Where is the villain, Edmund? 
Edm Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he could 
Glo. Purſue him, ho? go after. By no means, what? — 
Edm. Perſuade me to the murther of your Lordſhip ; 
But that, I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainſt parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a bond 
The child was bound to th' father. ——Sir, ia fine, 
Seeing bow lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
To his unnat'ral purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared ſword he charges home 
My urprovided body, lanc'd my arm ; 
And when he ſaw my beſt-alarmed fpirits, 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to th' encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noiſe 1 made, 
Full ſudvenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him fly far ; 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught ; 
And found, diipatch'd— | he Noble Duke my matter, 
My worthy arch “ and patron, comes to-night ; 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he who finds him, ſhall deſerve our thanks, 
Bringing the murth'rous coward to the ſtake ; 
He that conceals him, death. 
Edm,. When 1 diſſuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with cursgd ſpeech 
I thteaten'd to diſcover him; he replied, 
. Thou unpoſſeſſing baſtard ! do ſt thou think, 
1f 1 would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſal 
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Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith d? No; when I ſhould deny, 

(As this 1 would, although thou didſt produce 

My very character), I'd turn it all 

To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice; 

And thou mult make a dullard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potential ſpurs 

To make thee eek it. [Trumpets within, 
Glo. O ſtrange, faſten'd villain ! 

Would he deny his letter ? I never got him. 

Hark, the Duke's trumpets! I know not why he 

comes 

All ports I'll bar; the villain ſhall not 'ſcape ; 

The Duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his picture 

F will ſend far and near, that all the kingdom 

May have due note of him; and of my land 

(Loyal and natural boy!) I'll work the means 

To make thee capable. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 
Corn, How now, my noble friend ? ſince 1 came hi- 
ther | 


Which I can call but now, I have heard ſtrange news. 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort, 
Which can purſue th' offender. How does my Lord? 
Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack d, tis crack'd.. 
Reg. What, did my father's godſon ſeek your life ?. 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ? 
Glo. © Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father 8- 
Glo. I know not, Madam: 'tis too bad, too bad. 
Edm. Yes, Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected; 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's deach, 
To have th' expence and walle of his revenues. 
I. have this preſent evening from my ſitter 
Been well inform'd of them; and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my houle, 
| C 3 


: 
| 


r rr mn om— 2 


* EO, a” | 


9 


32 King Lear. Ad 2. 


In cot be there, 
Corn, Nor t, I affare thee, Regan. 
Finund, 1 hear, that you have ſhewn your father 
A clild-like office. 
Edm. I'was my duty, Sir. 
Glo. He did bewray his practice, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he purſue! ? 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord, he is. 
Corn. It he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Re fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleate. As ſor you, Edmund, 
Whoſe virtue and obedience in this inſtance 
So much commends itielf, you ſhall be ours; 
Natares of ſuch deep truſt we thall much need: 
You we firſt ſeize on, 
Edm. 1 thall ſerve you, Sir, 
Truly, however elſe. 
Glo. 1 thank your grace. 
Corn. You know not why we came to viſit you. 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon threading dark-ey'd night; 
Occaſions, Noble Glo'ſter, of ſome poiſe, 
Wherein we mult have uſe of your advice 
Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our filter, 
Of diff 'rences, which 1 beſt thought it fir 
To anſwer from our home: the ſev'ral meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, Our good old friend, 
Lay comſorts to your boſom; and beſtow 
Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 
Cle. | ſerve you, Madam: 
Your Graces are right welcome. LExeunt. 


S CEN X V. 
Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 


Stew, Cood downing * to thee, friend; art of this 
Kent. Ay. [houſe ? 
Stew, Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

Kent, I th mite. 

Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou lov'lt me, tell me. 


i. e. good reſt; the common evening ſalutatiun of tliat time, 
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Kent. 1 love thee not, 

Stew. Why then | care not for thee, 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipibury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doit thou uſe me thus ? 1 know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, 1 know thee. 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 

ent. A knave, a raſcal, an eater of broken meats, 
a bale, proud, thallow, beggarly, three-tuited, hun- 
di ed- pound, filthy worited-ltocking knave ; a lily-liver'd, 
acton-taking knave; a whorion, glalſs-gazing, tuper- 
ſerviceable, finical rogue; one-truuk-iuheriting flave ; 
ore that would'it be a bawd in way of good lervice x 
and art nothing but the compolition ot a knave, beggar, 
coward, pander, and the fon and heir of a mongrel 
bitch; one whom I wil beat into clam'rous whium 
if thou deay'lt the leait iyllable ot thy addition, 

Stew, Why, what a monttrous tellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee nor knows 
thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny 
thou know'ſt me ? is it two days ago tiace I tript up 
thy heels, and beat thee betore the King ? Draw, you 
rogue; tor tho it be might, yet the moon ſhines, i'll 
make a iop o th moonthine of you; you whorion, cul- 
hooly, varver-monger, draw. { Drawing his word. 

Stew. Away, 1 have nothing to do with thee, 

Kent. Uraw, you ra.cal ; you come with letters a- 
gainit the King; and take Vauity, the puppet's part, 
againlt the royalty of her tather. Draw, you rogue, 
or 1'll lo carbonauo your lhanks draw, you raical, 
come your Ways. 

Stew. Help, bo! murther! help! 

Kent. dirike, you flave ; itaud, rogue, itand, you 
neat ſlave, lit ne. __ [Seating uin. 

Stew Help ho ! murther ! murther ! 
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Enter Elwund, Cornwall, Regau, Glo' fler, and Ser- 


v. 441. 


Edm, How now, what's the matter? part. 


* 
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Kent. Wich you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe ; come, 
I'll fleſh ye; come on, young matter. 

Glo, Weapons? arms? what's the matter here? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives; he dies that 
ſtrikes again ; what's the matter ? 

Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the King:? 

Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. 

Stew, I am ſcarce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtirr'd your valour 7 
you cowardly raſcal ! nature diſclaims all ſhare in thee: 
a tailor made thee, 


Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow; a tailor make a 


man? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, Sir; a ſtone - cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him fo ill, tho they had been but 
two hour's o' th' trade 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, Sir, whoſe life I have 
ſpar'd at ſuit of his grey beard 

Kent. Thou whorſon zed ! thou unneceſſary letter! 


my Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this 


unbolted * villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 


jakes with him. spare my grey beard? you wag- 


tail ! — 

Corn. Peace, ſirrah! 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege, 

Corn, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That fuch a flave as this ſhou'd wear a ſword, . 
Who wears no honeſty ; ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe, . 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Too int ĩnſicate t' unlooſe ; ſooth every paſſion 
That in the nature of their lords rebels ; 

Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turu their halcyon beaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters, 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following, 
A plague upon your epileptic viſage ! 

Smile you my ſpeeches as I were a fool ? 
Gooſe, if 1 had you upon Sarum plain, 


® 4. e. unrefined b. the bran yet in kim 
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1'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot *. 

Corn, Mhat, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out? tay that. 

Aent. No contraries hold u ore antipathy 
Than 1 and fuch a knave 

Corn, Why doſt thou call hi:n knave ? what is his 
fauir ? ET 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor 

Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain; [her's, 
have ſeen better faces in my time 
Than ſand on any ſhoulders that I ſee 
Be fore me at this inſtant. 

Corn. ** This is ſome fellow, | 
«© Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth aſſect 
„ A ſaucy roughneſs ; and conſtrains the garb f 
„% Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he. 

** An honeſt mind and plain, he mult ſpeak truth ; 
„% An' they will take it, ſo; it not, he's plain. 
« Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 
„% Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends 
« Than twenty ſilky ducking obſei vants, 
% That ſtietch their duties nicely. 
Kent. Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your grand aſpect, 
M hoſe influence, I ke the wreath of radiant fire, 
On flickering Phœbus' ron. 

Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you diſcom- 
mend ſo much. I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he 
that beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave 3 
which for my part I will not be, though I thould vin 
your diſpleaſure to iatreat me to't, 

C:rn, What was th' offence you gave him? 

Stew. 1 never gave him any. 

It pleas'd the King his matter very lately 

To ſtiike at me upon his miſconſtruction: 

When he cor:juuct, aud flatt'ring his diſpleaſure, 
Camelot was the place where the romanres fay Kirg Arthur 

kept his court in the welt. So this alludes to fome proverbial ſpeech 


in thoſe romance e. 


t geb, tor bubit, en fen. 
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Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, 


That worthied him ; praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting who was ſelſ- ſubdu d; 
And, in the fleſhment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 
Kent. None of theſe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their foil. 
Corn Fetch forth the ſtocks. 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you rev'rend braggart, 
We'll teach ou | 
Kent. Sir, | am too old to learn. 
Call not your ſtocks for me; I ſerve the King; 
On whoſe employment I was ſent to you. 
Yau ſhall do ſmall reſpect, ſhew too bold malice 
Againſt the grace ani perſon of my maſter, 
Stocking his meſſenger. 
Corn, Fetch forth the Rocks ; 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he ſit till noon. 
Reg. Till noon ! till night, my Lord, and all night 
too. 


Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog, 
Yon cunts ON GON 3 
Reg. Sir, being his knave I will. [Stocks brought out. 
4 't his by fellow of the ſelt-ſame nature 
Our ſiſter ſpea..; of. Come, bring away the ſtocks. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace not to do fo; 
His fault is much, and the good King his maſter 
Will check him for't ; your purpos'd low correction 
Is ſuch, as balelt and the meaneil wretches 
For pilf' rings, and moſt common treſpaſles, 
Are puniſh'd with, The King malt take it ill, 
That he, fo ſlightly valued in his meſſenger, 
Should nave him thus reſtrain'd. 
Corn. I'll anſwer that. 
Reg. My liſter may receive it much more worſe, 
To have her gentleman abus d, aſſaulted, 
For following her affairs. Put in his legs. 
[Kent is put in the ftecks, 
Come, my Lore, away. [Exeuni Regan and Cornwall. 
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Gle. I'm ſorry for thee, friend; tis the Duke's plea- 
W- hoſe diſpoſition, all the world well knows, [ fure, 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſRtopp'd®. I Il intreat for thee, 

Kert . Pray, do not fo, Sir. I've watch'd and travell d 
Some time I ſhall ſleep our, the reſt I'll whiſtle : [hard ; 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels ; 

Give you good-morrow. 

Glo. The Duke's to blame in this; twill be ill taken. 

Kent. Good King that muſt approve the common ſaw, 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com ſt 
To the warm ſun +! 1 All weary and o'erwatch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhametul lodging 
Fortune, good night ; ſmile once more, turn thy wheel. 

[He fache. 
SCENE changes to a part of a heath, 
Enter Edgar. 


Edg. I've heard myſelf proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 
That guard and moſt unuſual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. While I may 'ſcape, 
1 will preſerve myſelf : and am bethoughc 
To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beaſt : my face I'll grime with filth ; 
Blanket my loins; elfe all my hair in knots; 


* A metaphor from bow | 
reer 
houſe and home, deprived of the comforts of lite, excepting the 
common bene fits of the air and ſun. | 


| — — warm ſun! 

Approach, thou beacon, to this under-globe, ¶ Looking up to the moon. 
That by thy comtortable b.ams I may 

Peruſe this letter. Nothing almoſt ſers miracles, 

But miſery. I know 'tis from Cordelia ; 

Who hath moſt fortunately been ir form'd 

Of my obſcured courſe. I ſhall find time 

From this enormous ſtate, and ſcek to give 

Loſſes their remedies. All weary, Cc. 
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And with preſented nakedneſs outface 

The winds and perſecutions of the (ky, 

The country gives me proof and precedent 

Of dedlam begaars, who with roaring voices, 

Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms, 

Pins, wooden pricks, n ils, ſprigs of roſemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low farms, 

Poor pelumg villages, ſheep-cotes, an I uills, 
sometimes with lunatic bans, ſometimes with pray'rs, 
Inforce reer charity; poor Turlupin! poor Tom 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar I nothing am [£xit. 


$S CE N E K. 


Changes again to the Earl of Gliſter's caſtle. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 


Lear. 'Tis ſt: ange, that they ſhould ſo depart from 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. Thome, 

Gent. As I learn'd, | 
The night before there was no purpoſe in them 
Of this remove. | 

Kent. Hail to thee, Noble maſter ! 

Lear. Ha ' mak 't thou thy ſhame thy paſtime? 

Kent. No, my Lord. 

Fool. Ha, ba, he wears crnel garters ; horſes are ty'd 
by the heads, dogs and bears by ta neck, monkey by 
th' loins, and men by th legs; when a man is over lu- 
ſty at legs, then he wears wooden net her ſtocks 

Lear. What's he that hath ſo much thy place miſtook, 
To ſet thee here? 
Kent It is both he and ſhe, 
Your fon and daughter. 

Lear. No, 

Kent Les. 

Lear. No, 1 ſay. 

Kent. | ſay, Yea, 

Lear By Jupiter, I ſwear, No. 

Kent. by Juno, t ſwear, Ay. 

Lear. | hey durſt not dot. 
They could not, would not do't ; tis worſe than mur- 
To do upon reſpe& * ſuch violent outrage: ther, 


® ReſpeT, for oue in honourable empl:yment. 
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Reſolve me with all modeſt “ haſte, which way 
Thou might'ſt deſerve, or they impole this uſage, 
Coming from us? 

Kent, My Lord, when at their home 
1 did commend your Highneſs letters to them, 
Ere 1 was riſen from the place, that ſhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came a reeking polt, 
Stew'd in his haſte, halt breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his miſtreſs ſalutation ; 
Deliver'd letters ſpight of intermiſſion, + 
W hich preſently they read ; on whoſe contents 
They ſummou d up their meiny f, trait took horſe; 
Commanded me to follow, ard attend 
The leiſure of their anſwer ; gave me cold looks; 
And meeting here the other tueſſenger, 
Whoſe welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine; 
(Being the very fellow which of late 
Diſplay d fo faucily againſt your Highneſs), 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew; 
He rais d the houſe with loud and coward cries : 
Your ton and daughter found this treipals worth 
The ſhame which here ir tuffers 

Fool, Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geeſe fly that 
Fathers that wear rags, [ way, 
Do make their children blind ; 
But fathers that bear bays, 
Shall ſee their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Ne'er turus the key to th” poor. 


Bur, for all this, thou ſhalt have as many dolours | from 
Thy dear daughters, as thou canſt rell in a year, 
Lear. Uh, how this mother ſwells up tow'rd my 
Hyſterica paſſio, down, thou climbing ſot row, [heart 
Thy element's below, Where is this daughter? 
Aent. With the Earl, Sir, hear within. | 
Lear. Follow me not; ſtay here. [ Exit. 


* Medeſt, for re ſinable. 
+ Intermiſſion, for another meſſage which they had then before 
them, to c-nider of; called  i:termifſion, becauſe it came between 
their leifure aud the Steward's mellage, 
{ Meiny, i. e. people. 
A quibble intended between dolowrs and dollars, 
Vor. VI. D 


40 King Lear. Ad 2. 


Gent. Made you no more offence 
But what you ſpeak of? 

Kent, None. 

How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number ? 

Feol. an thou hadſt been ſet i th' ſtocks for that que- 
ſtion, thon'dit well deſerved it. 

Kent Why, fool ? 

Fool. We'll ſet thee to ſchool to an ant, to teach thee 
there's no lab'ring i“ th? winter. All that follow their 
noſes are led by their eyes, but blind men; and there's 
not a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that's ſtink- 
ing—Let go thy bold, when a great wheel runs down 
a hill, left it break thy neck with following it ; bur the 
great one that goes upward, let it draw thee alter, 
When a wiſe man gives thee better counſel, give me 
mine again; I would have none but knaves follow it, 
ſince a ſool gives it. 

That, Sir, which ſerves for gain, 
And ſollows but for form, 

Will pack when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the ſtorm : 

But I will tarry, the fool will ſtay, 
And let the wiſe man fly : 

J he knave turns fool that runs away; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool ? 

Fool. Not i” th' Rocks, fool, 

SCENE X. Enter Lear and Glo'ſter. 

Lear. Deny to ſpeak with me? they're lick, they're 

weary, 
They have travell'd all the night? mere ſetches, 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Biing me a better anſwer 

Glo. My dear Lord, | 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke: 
How unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own courſe, | 

Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! conſuſion 
Fiery? what fiery quality? why, Glo'fter, 

I'd ſpeak with the Duke of Corawall and his wiſe, 


_ ® images, for indications, 


rr 
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Glo. Well, my Lord, I have inform'd them fo; 
Lear. Inform'd them? doſt thou underſtand me, man? 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord, 
I ear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear 
Father | 
Wou'd with his daughter ſpeak ; commands her ſervice! 
Are they inform'd of this ?—my breath and blood! 
« Fiery? the fiery Duke? tell the hot Duke, that 
% No. but not yet; may be he is not well; 
% [nfirmity doth (till negleR all office, 
« Whereto our health is bound; we're not ourſelves, 
„When nature, being oppreſs d, commands the mind 
% To ſuffer with the body.” I'll forbear; 
And am fall'2 out with my more headier will, 
To take the indiſpos'd and fickly fit 
For the ſound man —Death on my (tate ! but wherefore 
Should he fit here? I his act perſuades me, 
That t'-is remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my ſer vaat forth; | 
Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd (peak with them: 
Now, preſeatly, —bid them come forth, and hear me, 
Or at their chamber - door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, Sleep to death. 
Glo, I would have all well betwixt you. Exit. 
Lear. Oh me, my heart! my rifing heart! but down, 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when the put them i” th” paſty alive; ſhe rapp'd 
'em o' th' coxcombs with a ſtick, and cry'd, Down, 
wantons, down: twas her brother, that in pure kind - 
neſs to his horſe butter'd his hay. 


BS i of 3s © 
Euler Cornwall, Regan, Glo'ſter, and Servants. 


Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your Grace! ¶ Kent is ſet at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your Highneſs. 

Lear. Regan, 1 think you are; I know what reaſon 
I have to think ſo; if thou wert not glad, 
1 would divorce me from thy mother's romb, 
Sepulchring an adult'reſs. O, are you free? [To Kent. 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 


D 2 
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Thy ſite”'s naught: oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
« Shup tooth d unkindneſs like a vulture here “; 
[ Peints to his heart. 
can ſc:rce ſpeak to thee ; thowlt not believe 
V\:th how deprav'd a quality oh Regan ! —— 
Reg | pray you, Sir take patience ; I have hope, 
You tefs know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty 
Lear, Say? how is that ? ——— 
Reg I cannot think my filter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 
She have reſtrain'd the riots of your followers, 
Iis on ſuch ground, and to uch wholeſome end, 
As clears her from ali blame. 
Lear, My curſes on her 
Reg O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very verge 
Of ker confine; you ſhould be rul'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than you yourſelt: therefore I pray you, 
That to our liter you do make return: 
Say, you have wrong d her, Sir. 
Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houſe ? 
Dear daughter, I conteſs that lam old; [Anceling, 
e is unneceſſury: cn my knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchſaſe me raiment, bed, and food. 
Reg Good Sir, no more; theſe are unſightly tricks: 
Return you to my ſiſter. 
Lear. Never, Regan 
She bath abated me of half my train; 
Look'd U lack upon me ; ſtruck me with her tongue, 
Moſt ſerpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All che flor'd ven,eances of Heaven tall 
On her iagrateſul top! ſtrike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lumeneſs ! 
Corn, Pie, Sir! fie! 


Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
[flames 


lato her ſcornful eyes! infe& her beauty, 
You fen-ſuck'd ſogs, drawn by the pow'rful ſug 
To fall, and blaſt her pride. 


* Alluding to the fable of Prometheus, 
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Reg. O the bleſs'd gods! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on, 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe : 
Thy tender-hefted nature ſhall not give 
Thee o'er to harſhneſs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. *Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cut off my train, 
Jo bandy halty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And, in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courteſy, and dues of gratitude : 
Thy half o' th' kingdom thou halt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe. [Trumpets within. 
Lear. Who put my man i' th' Rocks? 


Enter Steward, 


Corn. What trumpet's that ? 1 
Reg. I know't, my ſiſter's: this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your lady come ? 
Lear. This is a flave, whoſe eaſy-borrow'd “ pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, trom my ſight. 
Corn, What means your Grace? 


SCENE XI. Enter Gonerill. 


Lear. Who ſtock d my ſervant ? Regan, I've good hop® 
Thou didſt not know on't.— Who comes here? 

O Heav'ns! 

If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 

Hallow obedience, it youriclves are old, 

Make it your cauſe; ſend down, and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ! 

O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon, Why not by th' hand, Sir ? how have I of- 
All's not offeace that indiſcretiou fines, [tended ? 
Aud dotage terms fo. 

Le..r. O fides, you are too tough? 

Will you yet hold? {ow came my man i' th 
ſtocks ? 


® eaſy-barrowed, for natural to lim. 
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Corn, 1 ſet him there, Sir: but his own diſorders 
Deſerv'd much leſs advancement, 

Lear, You? did you? 

Neg. I pray you, father, being weak, deem't ſo. 
If, til the expiration of your month, | 
You will return and ſojourn with my ſiſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your train, come then to me; 

I'm now frem home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men diſmiſs'd ? 
No, rather | abjure all roofs, and chuſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o' th' air; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, 
Neceſlity's ſharp pinch Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dow'rlefs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and '{quire-like penſion beg, 
To keep baſe life a-foot Return with her ? 
Perſuade me rather to be a ſlave, and ſumpter, 
To this detcited groom. 

Gon. At your choice, Sir. 

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad; 
1 will not trouble thee, my chil!, Farewel ; 
«© We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another; 
« But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, — 
« Or rather a. diſeaſe that's in my fle 
«« Which | muſt needs call mine; thou art a bile, 
A plague - ſore, or imboſſed carbuncle, 
« In my corrupted hlood ; but Vil-not chide thee. 
« Let thame come when it will, 1 do not call it; 
« 1 do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
« Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
« Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy leiſure, 
can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan; 
] and my huadred knights. 

Reg Not altogether fo; 
1 louk'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome; give ear to my fiiter ; 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion, 
Mult be content to think you old, and ſo 
But ihe knows what ſhe does. 

Lr. Is this well ſpoken ? 


— — 


dee” in 


Reg- I dare avouch it, Sir, What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well? what ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or ſo-many ? ſince both charge and danger 
Speak gainſt ſo great a number: how in one houſe 
Should many people under two commands 
Hold amity ? 'tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attend- 
From thoſe that ſhe calls tervants, or from mine? [ance 
Reg. Why not, my Lord ? if then they chanc'd to 
lack ye, 
We could controul them. If you'll come to me, 
(For now | ſpy a danger,) | intreat you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no 
Will 1 give place or notice. | 
Lear, I gave you all ———- 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my guardians, my depoſitaries; 
But kept a reſervation to be follow'd 
With ſuch a number; muit I come to you 
With five and twenty? Regan, faid you ſo ? 
Reg And ſpeak't again, my Lord, no more with me. 
Lear. Thoſe wrinkled creatures yet do look well- 
favour'd,. 
When others are more wrinkled. Not being worſt, 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe ; III go with thee : 
[To Gon. 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty ; 
And thou haſt twice her love. | 
Gon. Hear me, my Lord, 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a honſe, where twice ſo many 
Have a command to tend you ? 
Reg. M hat needs one? 
Lear. O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
« Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous ; ; 
% Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
« Man's lite is cheap as beats.“ I hou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why, nature needs not what thou porgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need. 
You heav'ns, give me that patience, which 1 need! 
Lou ſee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 
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« If it be yon that ſtir theſe daughters' hearts 

„% Againlt their father, fool me not ſo much 

« To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger; 
„ O let not womens' weapons, water drops, 

Stain my man's cheeks, No, you unnat'ral hags, 
„will have ſuch revenges on you both, 

% That all the world ſhall ——1 will do ſuch things, 
« What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep, 

No, I'll not weep, — I have full cauſe of weeping.— 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws 

Or ere 1 weep, O foul, I ſhall go mad, 


[Exeunt Lear, Glo'ſier, Kent, and Fool 
SCENE XI. 


Corn, Let us withdraw, 'twill be a ſtorm. | 
[Storm and tempeſt, 
Reg. This houſe is little ; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beſtow d. 
Cen 'Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from reſt, 
And mult needs taſte his folly. 
Reg. For his particular, I Il receive him gladly ; 
But not one follower, 
Gon, So am | purpos'd. 
Where is my Lord ot Glo'ſter ? 


Enter G lo'ſter. 


Corn, Follow'd the old man forth ; he is re- 
turn'd. | 

Cle. The King is in high rage, aud will 1 know not 
whither., 


Corn. lis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf. 
ſon My Lord, intreat him by no means to tay. 
Clo Alack, the night comes on; and the high winds 

Do ſorely ruſsle, for many miles about 

Theres ſcarce a buſh, 

Reg. O Sir, to willul men, 

Then juses that they themielves procure, 

Mut be their ichoulnafters thu up „our doors, 

He is attended with a deip rate train; 

And what they may incenſe hm to, being apt 

Tv have his car abus d, wikiom buds tear. 


Intell: 
Eithe, 
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Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord, 'tis a wild night. 
My Regan counſels well: come out o' th' ſtorm. 
[Excant, 


ACT i. SS CR SE 1 
A heath. 


form is heard, with thunder and lightning, Enter 
Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally. 


Kent, H O's there, befides foul weather? 
Gent One minded like the weather, moſt 
* _uaquetly, 
Kent. | know you; where's the King? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful elements; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the ſea, 
Or ſwell the curled waters bove the main, 
That things. might change or ceaſe ; tears his white hair; 
[ Which the impetuous blaits with eyelelſs rage 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of]; “ 
Strives in his little world of man t' outfcorn 
The to-and-fro-confliting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn f bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly-pinched folk | 
Keep their fur dry: uubonneted he runs, 
And bi ds what will, take all. 
Kent. But who is with him ? | 
Gent. None but the tool, who labours to out jeſt 
His heart-itruck injuries. 
Kent, Sir, 1 do know you, 
And dare, upon the warraat of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you, There's diviſioa 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover d 
With mutual cunning) 'twixt Albany and Cornwall, 4 


® Theſe two lines in crotchets are ſome player's traſh. 
+ i, e. whoſe dugs are drawn dry by its young. 


| 'twixt Albany and Cornwall: 

Who have (as who have not, whom their great ſtars 
Throne and ſet high !). ſervants, who ſeem no leſs; 
Which are to France the ſpies and ſpeculations 
Intelligent of our ſtate. What bath leen ſcen, 
Either in fauffs and packings of the Dukes; 
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But true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this ſcathed kingdom ; who already, 
Wiſe in our negligence, have ſecret le1z2 
In ſome of our helt ports, and are at point 
To ſhow their open banner. Now to you, 
If on my credit you dare build fo far 
To m-ke yonr ſpeed to Dover, you ſhall find 
Some that will thank you, making juſt report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding forrow 
The King hath cauſe to plain. 
I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding, 
And, froin ſome knowledge and aſſurance of you, 
Offer this office. 
Gent. I'll talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do not: 
For confirmation that I am mach more 
Than my out-wall, open this purſe, and take 
Wi.at it contains, If you ſhall fee Cordelia, 
(As, fear not, but you thall), th:w her that ring, 
And the will tell you who this fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this ſtorm ! 
1] will go ſeek the King. 
Gent. Give me your hand, have you no more to ſay ? 


Kent. Few words. but, to effect, more than all yet; 


That when we have tound the King, (for which you take 
T hat way, | this), he that firit Iights on him, 
Halloo the other. [ Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE U. Storm fill. Enter Lear and Fool. 


Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; rage, 
You cataracts, and hurricanes, ſpout [ blow 
Till you have drench d our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You iulph'rous and thought-exzcuting fires, 

L Vaunt covriers of oak-cleaving thunderbolts), “ 

singe my white head. And thou, all thaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' th' world; 
Crack nature's mould, all germins ſpill at once 
Or the hard rcin, w! ich both of them have born 

Apai::t the o kid king; or ſomething deeper, 


(Whereof, perchance, tlcte are but turniihings — } 
But trucit is, Cc. 


* This line the players? ſpurious iſſue. 
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That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry houſe is 
better than the rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, 
in, and aſk thy daughters“ bleſſing : here's a night that 
pities neither wile men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpite fire, ſpout rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters, 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs; 

1 never gave you kingdom, call d you chil-iren; 

You owe me no ſubſcription *®. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure. Here 1 ſtand, your brave ; 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deipis'd old man! 

But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 

Your high-engencer'd battles, gainſt a head 

So old and white as this, Oh! oh! 'tis foul, 

Feel. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a 
good head-piece, 

The codpiece that will houſe before the head has any, 

The head and he ihall lowſe; fo beggars marry many. 

I hat man that makes his toe what he his heart ſhould 
make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made 

mouths in a glaſs. 


SCENE III. To them, enter Kent. 


Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience; 
I will ſay nothing. 

Kent Who's there ? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a codpiece, that's a 
wiſeman and a fool. 

Kent. _ Sir, are you here? Things that love 

night, 

Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathbful ſkies 
Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves. Since I was man, 
Such ſheets ot fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groars of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remembet to have heard Man's nature cannot carry 


Th' affliction, nor the force. 


* ſubſcription, for obedience, + 
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Lear. ** Let the great gods, 
. I hat keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
« Find out theic enemies now. Tremble thou wretch, 
« That haſt within thee undivul;ed crimes, 
« Unwhipp'd of juſtice ! Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
% Thou perjure, and thou ſimular of virtue, 
«« That art inceſtuous ! caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 
« That under cover of convivial ſeeming, 
% Haſt praQtis'd on man's life ! Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
« Rive your concealing continents and aſk 
I heſe dreadful ſummoners grace — I am a man, 
More finn'd againſt, than fnning, 
Kent. Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendſhip will it lend you gainſt the tempeſt : 
Repole you there, while I to this hard houle 
(More hard than is the ſtone whereot tis rais d; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
J heir ſcanted courteſy. 
Lear. My wits begin to turn, 
Come on, my boy. How doſt, my boy ? art cold ? 
I'm cold myſelf. Where is the ſtraw, my tellow ? 
The art ot our neceſſities is ſtrange, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel : 
Poor fool and knave, I've one ſtring in my heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee. 


Fool. He that has an a little tiny wit, 
With heigh ho, the wind and the rain, 
Muſt make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it raineth every day. 


Lear. True, my good boy : come bring us to this 

hevel [Exit. 
Fool. Tis a brave night to cool a courtezan, 

I'll ſpeak a prophecy or two ere 1 go. 

M hen pricits are more in words than matter; 

When brewers mar their malt with water; 

When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 

No heretics burnt, but wenches ſuitors ; 

Then comes the time who lives to ſee't, 

That going (hall be us d with feet. 
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When every caſe in law is right, 
No 'ſquire in debt, and no peor knight: 


1. When flanders do not live in tongues, 
And cut-purſes come not to thronys ; 
3 When ulurer's tell their gold i” thꝰ field. 


And bauds and whores do churches build ; 
Then ſhall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confuſion. 
3, This prophecy Merlin {hall make, for I do live before 
his tung. [ Exit, 


SCENE IV. An apartment in Glo'fter's caſtle. 
Enter Glo'fter and Ed nund. 


Clo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatu- 
ral de:ling, When I deſir d their l:avethat i might pity 
him, they took from me the ule of mine own houte ; 
charg'd me on pain of perpetual diſpleaſure, neither to 
ſpeak of him, intreat for him, or any way ſultain him. 

Edm, Molt ſavage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to; fay you nothing. There is diviſion be- 
tween the Dukes, aud a worle matter than that. I have 
receiv'd a letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken. 
(1 have lock d the letter in my clolet). Theſe injuries 

1: the King now bears, will be reveuged home. I here 
is part of a power already tooted ; we mult incline to 
the King, I will look tur him, and privily relieve him. 
Go you, and maintain talk with the Duke, that my cha- 
rity be not of him perceived. 1i he aſk for me, I aw 
ill, and gone to bed; if 1 die jor it, as no leſs is 
chreaten d me. the King wy old maſter muit be relic 
ved, There arc ltragge things toward, Edmund; pray 
you, be carciul. LLEaits 
Eam. This courteſy forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly kuow, and of that letter too 
This ſecas a fair deierving, and wult draw me 
That which my father loles; no leis than all. 
The yuunger riſes, When the old Coth fall. FEx, 


ais 
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SCENE V. 
Changes to a fart of the beath with a hovel. 
Euter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place, my Lord; good my Lord, 
The tyranny o' the open night's too rough Center. 
For nature to endure. [Storm ftill, 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear Will't break my heart ? ſenter. 

Kent. I'd rather break mine own ; good my Lord, 

Lear. ' hou think n 'tis much, that this contentious 
Invades us to the ſkin : fo tis to thee; Lſtorm 
But where the greater malady is hx'd, 

The lefler is ſcarce felt, I hou dſt ſhun a bear: 

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea, 

Thou'dſit meet the bear i th mouth. When the mind's 
The body's delicate; the tempeſt in my mind tree, 
Doth trom my tenſes take all feeling elle, 
Save what beats there, Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not, as this month ſhould tear this hand 
For lifting food to't ? «« But I'll puniſh home; 

% No, I will weep no more in ſuch a night, 

1% To ſhut me out! pour on, I will endure, 

« In ſuch a night as this ! O Regan, Gonerill, 

« Your olg kind father, whoſe trank heart gave all— 
« O that way madneſs lies ; let me ſhun that; 

% No more of that —— 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee go in thyſelf, ſeek thin own eaſe ; 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
« On things would hurt me more—butillgoin;” 
In, boy, go firſt. You houſeleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in; VI pray, and then VI! fleep—— , 

[Exit F. col, 


Poor naked wretches, whereſo'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ! 

How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggednets, detend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch a* theſe? „Ol have ta'en 
« Too little care of this! take phyſic, Pomp; 

1 Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel, 
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That thou may't ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 

« And ſhew the heavens more juit,” { poor Tom. 
Eg. { within. ] Fathom and half, fathom and halt! 
Fool. Come not in here, nuacle, here's 4 ſpirit ; help 

me, heip me. [The Fool runs out from the hovel, 
Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foal. A ſpicit, a ſpirit ; he ſays his name's poor Tom. 
Kent, What art thou that doſt grumble there i' the 
ſtraw ? come forth. 


Sg. C EE Hu a Yo 
Enter Edgar, diſguisr'd like a madman. 


Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me. Through 
the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, go 
to thy bed, and warm thee, 

Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and art 
thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who gives any — be poor Tom? whom the 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through ford and whirlpool, o'er boy and quagmire ; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew ; ſet r atſbane by his porridge, made him proud 
of heart to ride on a bay trotting horſe over four-inch'd 
bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor, —bleſs 
thy Eve wits; Tom's a-cold. © do, de, do, de, do, 
de; bleſs thee from whiclwinds. ſtar-blaſting. and 
taking; do poor Tom ſome charuy, whom the foul 
fiend vexes. ' here could 1 have him now, and there, 


an here again, and there [Storm fill. 
Lear, WW hat, have his daughters brought him to this 
pals ? 


Could'ſt thou fave nothing? didſt thou give em all? 

Fool. Nay, he referv'd a blanket, clic we had been 
all thamed. 

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughters! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. 

Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
To ſuch a lowneſs but his unkind daughters. [nature 
Is it the fathion that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little iercy oa their fleſh ? 

E 2 
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Jndicions punifhment ! 'twas this fleſh begot 
Thofe pelican danyhters. 

dr. Pillicock ſat on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo, 
loo, loo! ä 

Feel. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
ma nen. 

Edg. Take heed o th' foul fiend ; obey thy parents; 
keep thy word jultly ; ſwear not; commit not with 
mon's ſworn ſpouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet heart on proud 
array, Tom's +-cold. 

Lear. Whit bait thou been? 

Eg. A ierving man. proud in heart and mind; that 
curl'd ir.y hair, wore gloves in my cap, ferv'd the luſt 
of my rwiſt-eis's heart. ahd did the act of darkneſs with 
her: ſwere us mary oaths as I ſpake words, and broke 
them u tie {weet face of heav'n. One that ſlept in the 
contriving luſt, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd | deep- 
ly; dice Cezrly ; and in woman, cut-paramour'd the 
Turk, Falſe of heart, light of ear“, bloody of hand; 
hog in floth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in greedireſs, dog in 
madneſs, Fon in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoes, 
not the ruliling of filks. betray thy poor heart to wo- 
man. Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of 
plackets, thy pen from lenders' hooks, and defie the 
foul feat, Still through the hawthorn blows the cold 
wind: fays ſuum, mun, nonny, dolphin my boy, boy, 
Seſſey : let him trot by. [Storm fill. 

Lear. Thow wert better in thy grave, than to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the ſkies, 
« Is mar no more than this? confider him well. Thou 
% ow'ſt the worm no filk, the bealt no hide, the ſheep 
„ no wool, the cat no perſume. Ha! here's three of 
« us are ſophiſticated, Thou art the thing itſelf ; un- 
« accommodated man is no more but ſuch a poor, bare, 
*« firked animal as thou art. Off, off, you lendings ; 
«© come unbutton here. { Tearing off bis cloaths. 

F:el. Pr ythee, nuncle, be contented ; tis a naughty 
night to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher 's heart, a ſmall ſpark, and all the reſt 
on's body cold; look, here comes a walking fire. 

Edg. I his is the foul Flibbertigibbet ; he begins at 


ji. e. cricdulous, 
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curfew, and walks till the firſt cock; he gives the web 
and the pin, fquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip ; 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creatures 
of the earth, 


Saint Mitbol i footed thrice the wald: 

He met the night-mare, and her name told, 
Bid her alight. and her troth plight, 
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee right. 


Kent. How fares your Grace ? 
S CE N E VII, 
Enter Glo'iter, with a torch. 


Lear. What's he ? 

Kent. Who's there ? what is't you ſeek ? 

Glo. What are you there? your names? 

Eadg Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
toad, the tod-pole ; the wall-newt, and the water- 
newt ; that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for fallets ; ſwallows the old rat, 
and the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of the 
ſtanding- pool; who is whipp d from tything to tything, 
and ſtock-puniſh' d, and impriſon d: who hath had 
three ſuits to his back, fix ſhirts to his body; horſe to 
ride, and weapon to wear : 


But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall geer, 
Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year. 


n my follower. Peace, Smolkia, peace, thou 
Q 

Glo What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg. The Prince of darkneſs is a genileman ; Mods 
he's call'd, and Mabu. 

Glo Our fleth and blood, my Lord, is grown ſo vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Touw's a-cold. 

Glo, Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 
T'obey in all your daughters“ hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you; 
Yet have 1 veutur'd to come ſeek you out, 

E 3 
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| And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 
4 Lear. Firſt let me talk with this philoſopher. 


V hat is the cauſe of thunder? 
Kent. My good Lord, take his offer 
Co into th' houſe, s 


Lear. IU talk a word with this ſame learned Theban. 
What is your ſtudy ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let us aſk you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord; 
His wits begin t' unſettle. 

Glo. Can't thou blame him? [Storm flill. 
His daughters ſeek his death. Ah, that good Kent ! 
He faid it would be thus; poor baniſh'd man. 
Thou ſay'ſt the King grows mad; I'll tell thee, friend, 
I'm almoſt mad myfalf ; had a ſon, 

Now outlaw'd from my blood ; he fought my life 
But lately, very late; 1 lov'd him, friend, 
No father his ſon dezrer : true to tell thee, 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this? 
1 do beſeech your Grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble philoſopher, your company. 

Edge. Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. In, fellow, into th' hovel ; keep thee warm. 

Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my Lord. 

Lear, With him; 

1 will keep fiill with my philoſopher. 

Kent, Good my Lord, ſooth him; let him take the 

fellow, 


Glo. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on ; along with us, 
Lear Come, good Athenian, 
Glo. No words, no words, huſh. 
Edg Child Rowland * to the dark tower came: 
| f 
* In the cld times of chivalry, the noble youth who were candi- I 


dates for krighthood, during the ſcaſon of their probation, were 
called Infans, Varlts, Demeyjels, Bucheliers. The mcit noble of 
the youth periiculurly, Infos. Here a Rory is told, in forme old 
bal ad, of be tamous bero ard giant killer Ro and. before he was 
knighted, who is therefore called Infans ; which the ballad-maker 
trauſlaicd, Child Roland, WP” 6 
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His word was till, Fic, fob, and ſum, 

1 ſmell the blood of a Britiſh man. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE VIll. Changes to Glo'ſter's caſtles 
Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 


Corn, I will have revenge ere | depart his houſe. 

Edm, How, my Lord, | may be cenſur d that nature 
thus gives way to loyalty ; ſomething fears me to think 
of - 


Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether your bro- 
ther's evil diſpofition made him ſeek his death; but a 
provoking merit, ſet a-work by a reprovable badneſs 
in himſelf. 

Edu. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pent to be juſt? This is the letter which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 


ges of France, Oh heavens ! that this treaſon were 
not; or not | the detector 


Corn. Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty buſineſs in hand. | 
Corn, True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Glo'- 


ſter : ſeek out where thy father is, that he may be 
ready for our apprehenſion. 


Edm. If | find him comforting the King, it will Ruff 
his ſuſpicion more fully [ Ve. j I will perſevere in 
my courſe of loyalty, though the conflict be fore be- 


tween that and my blood. [ Aloud, 
Corn. | will lay truit upon thee, and thou ſhalt find 
a dearer father in my love. LZxeunt. 


SCENE. IX. A chamber in a farm-houſe, 
Enter Kent and Glo'iter. 


Glo. Here is better than the opcu air, take it thank» 
fully : 1 will piece out the comtort with what addition 
I can ; I will not be long irom you. LZxit. 

Kent All the power of his wits has given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindueis ! 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool, 
Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an 


38 King Lear. Act 3. 


angler in the lake of darkneſs : pray innocent, and be- 
ware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman 
be a gentleman or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 
ſon : for he's a mad yeoman that ſees his fon a gentle- 
man before him. 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon em 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad that truſts in the tameneſs of a wolf, 
the heels of a horſe, the love of a boy, or the oath of 
a whore. 

Lear. It ſhall be done, I will arraign em ſtrait. 
Come, fit thou here, molt learned juſticer ; [To the Fool. 
Thou ſapient Sir, fit here——now, ye ſhe-foxes | — 


[To Edgar. 
Edg. Look where ſhe ſtands and glares. Wanteſt 
At trial, Madam ? ſthou eyes 


Come oer the brown, Beſfſy, to me. 
Fool. Her boat hath a leak, and ſhe muſt not ſpeak 
Why ſhe dares not come over to thee 

Ede. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of 
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two 
white herrings. Croak not, black angel, 1 have no 
food for thee. 

Kent. How do you, Sir? ſtand you not ſo amaz d; 
Will you lie down and reſt upon the cuſhions ? 

Lear, I'll fee their trial firſt, bring me in the evi- 
Thou robed man of juſtice, take thy place; {[ dence, 
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity, [roo, 
Bench by his fide. You are o' th' commiſſion, fit you 

Edg. Let us deal jaltly 

Sleepeſt or wakeſt thou, jolly ſhepherd ? 
Thy ſheep be in the corn ; 
And for one blaſt of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy ſheep thail tuke no harm, 
Purre, the cat, is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firſt, tis Gonerill, I here take 
my oath before this honourable alſembly, ſhe kick'd 
the poor King her tather, 
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Fool. Come hither, Miſtreſs. Is your name Conerill? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 
Fool. Cry you mercy, | took you for a joiat-ſtool, 
Lear, And here's another, whoſe warpt looks proclaim 
What ſtore her heart is made of. Stop her there; 
Arms, arms, ſword, fire, corruption in the place 
Falie juſticer, why halt thou let her 'ſcape ? 
Ede Bleſs thy five wits. 
Kent. O pity! Sir, where is the patience now 
That you fo oft have boaſted to retain ? 
Edg. My tears begin tc take his part ſo much, 
They mar my counterfeiting. [ 4fide. 
Lear. The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, ſee, they bark at me 
Eds. Tom will throw his head at them; avaunt, you 
Be thy mouth or black or white, [curs ! 
Tooth that poiſons if it bite; 
Maſtiff, grey hound, mongrel grim, 
Hound or ſpaniel, brache, or hym ; 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle tail, 
Tom will make him weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do, de, de, de: Seſſey, come, march to wakes and 
And market towns; poor Tom, thy horn is dry. [fairs, 
Lear. | hen let them anatomize Regan —— ſee what 
breeds about her heart Is there any cauſe in nature 
that makes thefe hard hearts ? Nou, Sir, I entertain 
« for one of my hundred; only I do not like the fa- 
* ſhion of your garments, You will ſay they are Per- 
„ ſtan; but let them be chang'd- 


Re-enter Cloer. 


Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here and reſt a while. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the cure 
So, io. we'll go to ſupper i” th* morning. [tains ; 
Fool And I'll go to bed at noon. 
Glo. Come hither, friend. Where is the King, my 
maller ? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not ; his wits are 


gone. 
Glo, Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms: 
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I have o'crheard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready, lay him in't, 
And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thou ſh ilt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy maitec. 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally halt an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quick conduct. 
Kent. Oppreſs'd nature ſleeps : 
This reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken ſenſes, 
Which, if conveniency will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. Come, help to bear thy maſter ; 


Thou muſt not ſtay behind. [To Fool, 
Glo. Come, come, away. [ Exe. bearing off the King. 
Manet Edgar. 


Edg. When we our betters ſee bearing our woes, 
We icarcely think our miſeries our foes. 
Who alone ſuffers, ſuffers moſt i” th' mind; 
Leaving free “ things, and happy ſhows behind: 
But then the mind much ſuff *rance.does o'erſkip, 
W hen grief hath mates, and bearing fellowſhip, 
How light and portable my pain ſeems now, 
When that which makes me bend, makes the King 
He childed, as I father'd !——Tom, away; [bow! 
Mark the high noiſes, and thyſelf bewray f. 
When falſe opinion, whoſe wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy juſt proof repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to night; ſafe *ſcape the King! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit Edgar, 


SCENE X. Changes to Glo'ſter's caftle, 
Enter Cort wall, Regan, Gonerill, Edmund, and Ser- 


va ng. 


Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your huſband, ſliew 


free. for undiſturbed. 


+ Between this and the following words, ſomething is wanting, 
uhich wakes the following words unconnected and obſcure, and cheſe 
unintelligible, as being only the beginning ot a ſentence, 
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him this letter; the army of France is landed; ſeek out 
the traitor lo ſter. 

Reg Hang him inſtantly. 

Cen Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſure, Edmund, keep 
you our ſiſter company; the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traitei ous father, are not fit for your be- 
holding Advite the Duke, where you are going, to a 
molt teſtinate preparation; we are bound to the like. 
Our polts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. 
Farewel, dear ſiſter; tarewell, my Lord of Glo'iter, 


Enter Steward. 


How now ? where's the King ? 
Steau. My Lord of Glo'ſter hath convey'd him hence. 
Some fave or ſix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot queſtriſts after him, met him at gate; 
Who with ſome other of the Lord's dependents, 


Are gone with him tow'rd Dover; where they boaſt 
Io have well-armed friends. 
Corn, Get horie: for your miſtreſs. 
Gon, Farewel, ſweet Lord, and fiſter. 
__ [Exeunt Gonerill and Edmund. 
Corn, Edmund, farewel Go ſeek the traitor 
Glo ſter ; [To the Servants. 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him betore us: 
Though well we may not paſs upon his lite 
Without the form ot jultice; yet our pow'r 
Shall do a court'ty to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not coutroul. 


SS CERENS Xl 
Enter Glo'ſter, brought in by Servants. 
Who's there ? the traitor ? 
Reg. lngrateful fon! is be. 
Corn. Bind faſt his corky arms. 
Glo, What mean your Graces? Good my friends, 


conſider : 
You are my guelts : do me no foul play, friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I ſay. [They bind bim. 


Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor ! 
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Ci. Unmerciful lady as you are ! I'm none. 

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou ſhalt 

find — 

Cle. By the kind gods ® tis moſt ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and ſuch a traitor ? 

Glo Naughty lady, 

Theſe hairs which thou doſt raviſh from my chin, 
Will quicken and accuſe thee ; I'm your holt ; 
With robbers' hands, my hoſpitable favour 

You ſhould not ruffle thus, What will you do? 

Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Reg. Be ſimple anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn, And what conſed*racy have you with the trai- 
Late footed in the kingdom ? [tors 

Reg. To wboſe hands 
Have you fent the lunatic King? ſpeak. 

Glo. I have a letter gueſſingly ſet down, 
Which came from one that's ot a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos d. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. And falſe. 

Corn. Where haſt thou ſent the King? 

Glo, To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Waſt thou not charg'd, at peril 

Corn, Wherefore to Dover? let him firſt anſwer that. 

Glo. lam ty'd to th' Rake, and I mult ſtand the 

Reg Wherefore to Dover ? [courle. 

Glo. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out hi- poor old eyes, nor thy fizrce ſitter 
In his anointed fleſh ſtick boarith phangs. 

The ſea, with tuch a ſtorm as his bare head 
In hell- black night endur' d, would have boil'd up, 
And quench'd the ſtelled fires ; 

Yet poor old heart, he help'd the heav'ns to rain 
If wolves had at thy gate howP'd that ſtern time, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have faid, ** Go, porter, turn the key; 

* We are not to underſtand by this the gods in general, who ar: 


beneficent and kind t. men, but that particular ſpecies of them cal- 
id by the an ients, Du beſpitales, kind gods, 


29 2 „ — _,0 


= ID 


It 


41- 


Sc 11. King Lear. 63 


All cruels elſe ſubſcrib'd ; but I ſhall ſee 
The winged vengeance overtake ſuch children. 
Corn. See t ſhalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair, 
Upon theſe eyes of thine I'll ſet my foot. 
[Glo'ſter is held down, while Cornwall treads 
out one of his eyes. 
Glo. He that will think to live till he be old, 
Give me ſome help.——O cruel! O you Gods! 
Reg. One fide will mock another; th' other too. 
Corn, If you ſee vengeance ——— 
Serv, Hold your hand, my Lord: 
1've ſerv'd you ever fince I was a child; . 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 


. How now, you dog ? 
2 e 


| I'd ſhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? 


Corn, My villain ? 
Serv, Nay then come on, and take the chance of 
Anger. 
ite; in the ſcuffle Cornwall is wounded. 
Reg. Give me thy ſword. A peaſant ſtand up thus? 
[Kills him. 
Serv. Oh, I am ſlain—my Lord, you have one eye leit 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh LDies: 
Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; out, vile gelly: 
Where is thy lultre now ? [Treads the other out. 
Gh. All dark and comfortleſs—— Where's my ſon 
Edmund, inkindle all the ſparks of nature [Edmund ? 
To quit this horrid act. | 
Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overtures of thy treaſons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 
ſW O my follies ! —_ 
Edgar was abus d. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, -- proſper him 
Reg. Go thruſt him out . | 
At th' gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. 
[ Exit with Glo'ſter, 
How is't, my Lord, how look you ? 
* ſubſerid'd, for ſoften'd. 
vor. VI. F 
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Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt; follow me, Lady. — 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain ; throw this flave -_ 
Upon the dunghill.—— Regan, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hurt, Give me your arm. 

4 [Exit Corn. led by Regan. 

Serv. VII never care what wickedneſs 1 do, 
If this man come to good. 

2d Serv. If ſhe live long, 
And, in the end, meet the old courſe of death, 
Women will all turn monſters. 

Fong Let's follow the old Earl, and get the bed- 

am 

To lead him where he would ; his roguiſh madneſs 
Allows itſelf to any thing. 

ad Serv. Go thou; Il fetch ſome flax and whites of 


Eggs 
T' apply tos bleeding face. Now, Heav'n help him! | 
LExeunt ſeverally. ; 


"iT *, & OY © v7 53 Mp | 
An open country, 
Enter Edgar. 


ET better thus, and known to be contemn d, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter d. To be worſt, 

The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands flill in eſperance; lives not in fear. 
The lamentable change is from the beſt : 
The worſt returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtantial air, that I embrace! 
The wretch that chou haſt blown unto the worſt, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts. | 


Enter Glo'ſler, led by an old mats. 


But who comes here ? 
My father poorly led? World, world, O world! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to “ age. 

* Yield to, ſignifies no more than give way to, fink under, in oppo · 
ſition to the ſirvggling with, deeving ap again? the infirmitics of age. 
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Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your te- 
nant, and your father's tenant, theſe four ſcore 
Glo. Away, get thee away: good friend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Man. You cannot ſee your way. 
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
i tumbled when 1 ſaw. Full oft 'tis ſeen, 
Our mean * ſecures us; and, our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. O dear ſon Edgar, 
The food of thy abuſed father's wrath ; 
Might 1 but live to ſee thee in my touch, 
I'd lay 1 had eyes again! 
Old Man. How now; who's there? 
Ede. O gods! who is't can ſay, I'm at the worſt ? 
I'm worſe than e er I was. 
Old Man. Tis poor mad Tom. 
Edg. And worſe I may be yet: the worſt is not, 
So long as we can ſay, This is the worſt. 
O Man. Fellow, where goelt ? 
Glo. Is it a beggar- man? 
Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 
Ce. He has ſome reaſon, elle he could not beg. 
' th' laſt night's ſtorm 1 ſuch a fellow ſaw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm. My ſon 
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarce friends with him. I've heard more 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to th' gods; ſince, 
They kill us for their ſport. 
Edg. How ſhould this be? 
Bad is the trade muſt play the fool to ſorrow, 
Ang'ſhing itfelf and others, —Bleſs thee, maſter, 
Glo Is that the naked fellow? 
Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 
Glo Get thee away If, for my ſake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain 
I' th' way tow'rd& Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring ſome covering for this naked ſoul, 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 
Old Man. Alack, Sir, he is mad- [ blind, 
Glo. *Tis the time's pla zue, when madmen lead the 
Do as | bid, or rather do thy pleaſure; 
* {. e. moderate, mediocre condition. 
F23 
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Above the reſt, begone. 
Cl Man. I'll bring him the beſt parel that 1 have, 
Come on't what will. [ Exit, 
Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 
Ez. Poor Tom's a cold; — I cannot daub o it further. 


[ Aide. 

Clo. Come hither, fellow. 

Eqdg. And yet I muſt, [ Afder 
Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed. 

Cle. Know'ſt thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. Both ſtile and gate, horſe-way and foot path. 
Poor Tom bath been ſcar d out of his good wits, Bleſs 
thee, good man, from the foul fend. Five fiends have 
been in poor Tom at once; of luſt, as Obidicut ; Hob- 
bididen, prince of dumbneſs ; ; Mahu, of ſtealing 8 
Mohu, of murder; and Flibbertigibbet, of mopp 
and mowiog z who fince poſſeſſes 2 — 
waiting- women. 

Clo. Here, take this purſe, thou whom the heavens” 

plagues 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes. That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deal ſo till ! 
Let the ſuperfluous and luſt-dieted man, 
That braves your ordinance, that will not fee 
Becauſe he Cces not feel, feel zoun power quickly: 
So diſitribution ſhould undo exceſs, 
And each man have enough. Doſt thou know Dover ? 

Eag. Ay, maſter. 

C1. There's a cliff, whoſe high and bending head 
Looks ſearſully on the confined deep : 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And l repair the miſery thou do'ſt bear, 
With ſomething rich about me : trom that place 
1 ſha!) no leading need. 
Edg. Give me thy arm? 


Poor Tom ſhall lead thee, [ Exeunt. 
SCENE I. The Duke of Albany's palace, 
| Exter Gonerill and Edmund. 
Con. Welcome, my Lord. I marvel our mild huſ- 
Not met us ou the way. {band 
90. diſguiſe. 


t ſuperiacus is here uſe for one living in abundiuce. 


uf. 


uſ- 
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Enter Steward, 


Now, where's your maſter ? 
Stew. Madam, within; but never man ſo chang'd.. 
I told him of the army that was landed : 
He ſmil'd at it, I told him you were coming; 
His anſwer was, The worſe. Of Glo'ſter's treachery, 
And of the loyal ſervice of his ſon, 
When 1 inform'd him, then he call'd me fot ; 
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong fide out, 
What molt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to him, 
What like, offenſive. 
Gon, Then ſhall you go no further. [To Edm, 


It is the cowiſh terror of his ſpirit, 


That dares not undertake ; he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an anſwer; our wiſhes on the way 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Haſten his muſters, and conduct his powers. 
1 muſt change arms at home, and give the diſtaff 
Into my huſband's hands. This truſty ſervant 
Shall paſs between us; you ere long ſhall hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A milſtreſs's command. Wear this, [Gives bim a ring. ] 
ſpare ſpeech, 

Necline your head. This kiſs, if it durſt ſpeak, 
Would (tretch thy ſpirits up into the air. 
Conceive, and fare rhee well. 

Edm. Your's in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My molt dear Glo'ſter ! [Exit Edmund, 


Oh, the ſtrange difference of man and man! 


To thee a woman's ſervices are due, | 


My fool uſurps my body. 


Stew, Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Enter Albany, 


Gon, I have been worth the whiſtle, 

Alb. Oh Gonerill, 
You are not worth the duſt which the rude wind 
Blows in your face Il tear your diſpoſition, 
That nature which contemas its origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain “ in itfelt ; 
She that her ſelf will ſliver and diſbranch 


* certain, 9 | 
* 
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From her material ſap, perforce muſt wither, 
And come to deadly uſe. 
Con. No more; tis ſooliſh. 
Alb. Wiſdom and goodneſs to the vile ſeem vile. 
Filths ſavour but themſelves What have you done ? 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Moſt barb'rous, molt degenerate, have you madded. 
Con'd my good brother ſuffer you to do it, 
A man, a prince by him ſo benefited ? 
If that the heav'ns do not their viſible ſpirits 
Send quickly down to tame the vile offences, 
Humanity muſt perforce prey on itſelf, 
Like monſters of the deep. 
Gon, Milk-liver'd man! 
That bear'ſt a cheek tor blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcerning 
bine honour, from thy ſuffering : that not know'ſt 
Fools do thoſe villains pity, who are puniſh'd 
Ere they have done their miſchief. Where's thy drum? 
France ſpreads his banners in our noiſeleſs land, 
With plumed helm the flayer begins his threats ; 
Whilſt thou, a moral fool, ſit'it ſtill, and cry'R, 
© Alack! why does he ſo ?! 

Alb See thyſelt, devil. 
Proper deformity ſeems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman. | 

Con. O vain tool ? 

Alb. Thou chang'd and ſelf- converted thing! For 
Be-monſter not thy feature. Were't my fitnels [ſhame, 
To let theſe hands obey my | boiling ] blood, 

J hey re apt enough to diflocate and tear 

Thy fleſh an t bones. Hlowe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's ſhape doth thiely4 thee, —— 

Gon, Marry, your manhood now 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Mb. Oh, my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwall's 
Slain by his ſervant, going to put out [dead, 
1 he other eye of Glo'ſter. 

Alb. Glo iter's eyes! | 

Meg. A tervant that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
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Oppos'd againſt the act, bending his ſword' 
To his great maſter : who thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongit them felPd him dead; 
But not without that harmful ſtroke which ſince 
Hath pluck'd him after, 
Alb, This ſhews you are above, 
You juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge But O poor Glo'ſter ! 
Loſt he his other eye ? 
Mefſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer. 
'Tis from your filter. 
Gon, One way, I like this well; 
But being widow, and my Glo'ſter with her, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life. Another way 
The news is not ſo.tart. I'll read and anſwer. [Exits; 
Alb. Where was his ſoa when they did take his eyes ? 
Meß. Come with my lady hither. 
Mei He's not here. 1 "Et 
Me No, my good » I met him again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickednels ? 
Mef. Ay, my good Lord; twas he inform'd againſt 
hi 


m, 
And quit the houſe of purpoſe that their puniſhment 
Might have the freer courle, 
Alb. Glo'ſter 1 live | 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhew dſt the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend; 


Tell me what more thou know'tt. [Exeunt, 


$$ CRE us Dover. 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman. 


Kent. The. King of France fo ſuddenly gone back! 


Know you the reaſon ? 

Cent. Something he left imperfect in the ate, 
Which ſince his coming forth is ht of, which 
Imports the king dom ſo much fear danger, 

That his return was mo i require d and neceſſary. 

Kent. Whom bath he lett behind him General? 

Gent, The Mareſchal of France, Moaſieur le Far, 
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Kent. Did your letters pierce the Queen to any de” 
monſtration of grief! 

Gent. Ay, Sir, the took em, read em in my preſence ; 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it ſeem'd the was a queen 
Over her paſſion, which, moſt rebel-like, 

9 to be king o er her 
ent. O then it mov d her. 

Gent. But not to rage. Patience and ſorrow ſtrove 
„% Which ſhould expreis her goodlieſt. You have ſeen 
* Sunſhine and rain at once her ſmiles and tears 
Were like a weiter May. Thoſe happy ſmiles 
% That play d on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 
„% What gueſts were in her eyes; which parted thence, 
«« As pearls from diamonds drop:.——l1a brief, 

Sorrow would be a rarity molt belov's, 
It all could fo become it. 

Kent Made ſhe no verbal queſt ? 

Gent, Yes, once or twice, ſhe heav'd the name ot 
Pantingly forth, as it it preſs'd her heart. [/ather 
Cry'd, Siſters ! fiſters !—Shame of ladies ! ſiſters ! 

Kent ! father! ſiſters ! what? i' th' ſtorm ? th night? 
Let pity ne'er beheve it !—there ſhe ſhook 
The holy water trom her heav'nly eyes ; 
And clamour-motion'd, then away the 
To deal with griet alone. 
Keut it is the ſtars, 
The ſtars above us, govern our conditions: 
Elfe one ſeli-mate and mate could not beget 
Such diff'rent iſſues. Spoke you with her ſince ? 

Gent No. 

Kent. Was this before the King return'd ? 

Gent No, ſince. 

ent. Well, Sir; the poor diſtreſſed Lear's in town: 
V ho ſometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
M hat we are come about; and by no means 
Vill yield to ſee his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good Sir ? 

Kent. A ſov'reign ſhame ſo bows him: his unkindneſs, 
That ftript her from his benediction, turn'd her 
To foreign caſualiies, gave her dear rights 


* ſelf, for ſelf ſame, i, e. one mate the felf-ſame with the other. 
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To his dog-hearted daughters ; theſe things ſting him 
So venomouſly, that burning ſhame detains him 
From his Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Abany's and Cornwall's pow'rs you heard 

not: 

Cent. Tis ſaid they are a- foot. 

Kent. Well, Sir, I bring you to our maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear cauſe 
Will in concealment wrap me up a while. 
When lam known aright, you {hall not gri 
Lending me this acquaintance, Pray, hog + with me. 


SG EN E IV. Acamp. 


Enter Cordelia, Phyſician, and Soldiers, 


Cor. ** Alack, tis he; why, he was met even now 
« As mad as the vex'd fea; ſinging aloud; 
% Crown d with rank fumitory, and furrow-weeds, 


% With burdocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 


1 Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining corn, Send forth a cent ry; 
Search ev'ry acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's wiſdom 
In the reſtoring his bereaved ſenſe ? 
He that helps him. take all my outward worth. 
Phy/. There are means, Madam: 
Our foſter-nurſe of nature is repole ; 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
Are many ſimples operative, whoſe power 
Will clole the eye of anguiſh. 
Cor. All bleſs'd ſecrets, 
% All you unpublith'd virtues of the earth, 
« Spring with my tears ; be aidant and remediate 
„ In the good man's diſtreſs !—Scek, ſeek for him; 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meß. News, Madam: 
fAtar, for unport. nt. 


The Britiſh powers are marching hitherward. 
Cor. Tis known before. Our preparation ſtands 

In expectation of them. O dear father, 

It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great France 

My mourning and important tears hath pitied. 

No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our 5 d father's right 

Soon may I hear, and ſee him 


C xeunt, 


SCENE V. Negan palace. 
Enter Regan and Steward. 


Reg. But are my brother's powers ſet forth ? 

Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Reg. Himſelf in perſon there? 

Stew. With much ado. 

Your ſiſter is the better ſoldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your lady at 

home? 

Stew. No, Madam, 

Reg. What might import my ſiſter's letter to him? 

Stew I know not, Lady. 

Neg. Faich, he is poſted hence on ſerious matter. 

It was great ign'rance, Glo'ſter's eyes being out, 
To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us. Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch 
His nighted life ; moreover, to deſcry 
The ſtrength o th enemy. 
Stew, * needs after him, Madam, with my 
(ter. 

Reg. Our troops ſet forth to-morrow : ſtay with us: 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew, I may not, Madam; 

My Lady charg'd my duty in this buſineſs. 

Reg Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? might not 
Tranſport her purpoſes by word? Belike [you 
Something I know not what—1 II love thee much 
Let me unſeal the letter 

Stew, Madam, I had rather 

Reg | know your lady does not love her huſband ; 

I'm {ure of that: and, at her late being here, 


my 


sc. 6. King Lear. 73 


She gave ſtrange ceillades, 222 g looks 
To Eble Edmand. 1 know you're of her boſom. 
Stew. I, Madam? 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding: you are; I know't ; 
Therefore I do adviſe you, take this note. 
My Lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's : you may gather more: „ 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this; 
And when your miſtreſs hears thus much from you, 
pray, deſire her call her wiſdo:n to her. So farewel, 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 
Stew. Would 1 could meet him, Madam, I ſhould 
What party I do follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Glo'ſter, and Edgar as à peaſant. 


Glo. When ſhall I come to th” top of that ſame hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo, Methinks the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible ſteep. 
Hark, do you hear the ſea ? 
Glo. No, truly, 
Edg. Why then your other ſenſes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguiſh, 
Glo. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy voice is alter d; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 
Edg. You're much deceiv'd : in nothing am I chang'd, 
But in my garments. 
Gl. Sure you're better ſpoken. 
Edg. Come on, Sir, here's the place——ſand ſtill. 
* How fearful 
' And dizzy 'tis to caſt one's eyes fo low ! 
' The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
* thew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles. Half way down 
* Hangs one that gathers ſamphire ; dreadful trade | 
* Methinks he ſeems no bigger than his head, 
* The fiſhermen that walk upon the beach, 
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« Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchoring bark, 

* Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 

* Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring ſurge, 
That on th' unnumbered idle * pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard ſo high. I'll look no more, 

* Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient ſight 

* Topple down headlong.” 

Glo. Set me where you ſtand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : you're now within a foot 
Of th' extreme verge: for all below the moon 
Would I not leap outright. 

Glo, Let go my . 

Here, friend, 's another purſe, in it a jewel 

Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies and gods 
Proſper it with thee l Go thou further off, 

Bid me fare wel, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir, [Seems to go. 

Glo, With all my heart. 

Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his deſpair ? 

Tis done to cure it. 

Cle. O you mighty gods! a 

« This world 1 do renounce ; and in your ſights 

„ Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

« If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
% To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 
« My tinuff and lothed part of nature ſhould 

« Burn itſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him ! 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leaps, and falls along. 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel, | 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treaſury of life, when lite itſelt 
Yields to the theit. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been pail Alive or dead ? 
Hoa, you, hear you, friend! Sir! Sir! fpeak! 

Thus might he paſs indeed yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir ? 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Havki thou been aught but goſs'mer, feathers, 
So many fathom down precipitating, | Cair, 
Thou' d'ſt ſhiver d like an egg: but thou doſt breathe, 
Halt heavy ſubſtance, bleed ſt not; ſpeak, art found ? 1 


® idle, for barren, wncultivatcd. 
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Ten maſts attach'd make not the altitude 
Which thou haſt perpendicularly fall'n. 
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have 1 fall'n, or no? 

Edg. From the dread ſummit this chalky borne ! 
Look up a-height, the ſhrill-gorg's lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard : do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, 1 have no eyes- 

«« Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit, ® 

« To end itſelf by death ? 'twas yet ſome comfort, 
„When Miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 

« And fruſtrate his proud will.” 

Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, w is't ? feel you your legs? you ſtand, 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all ſtrangeneſs. 

Upon the crown o' th' cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. ; 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons; he had a thouſand noſes, 
Horns welk'd “, and wav'd like the enridged fea : 

It was ſome fiend, Therefore, thou happy ſather, 
Think that the cleareſt + gods, who make them honours 
Of mens' impcllibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 

Glo. I do remember now. Henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itſelf, 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you ſpeak of, 
I took it for a man; often 'twould ſay, 
The fiend, the fiend he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. 


$S G EN E VI. 
Enter Lear, dreſi d madly with flowers. 


But who comes here ? 
The ſober ſenſe will ne er accommodate 
His maſter thus. 
Lear, No; they cannot touch me for coining : I am 
the King himſelf, 
® 5. e. twiſted. 
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Fag. O thou ſide piercing ſight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's 
your preſs · money. That fellow handles his bow like a 
crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, 
a mouſe ! Peace, peace ;—this piece of toaſted cheele 
will do't There's my gauntlet, II prove it on a 

iant. Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown, bard! 
i' th' clout, r th* clout : hewgh, ——Give the word. 

Eg. Sweet marjoram. | 

Lear. Pals. 

Cle. I know that voice. | 

Lear. Ha ! Gonerill ! ha ! Regan! They flatter'd me 
like a dog, and told me, 1 had white hairs in my beard 
ere the black ones were there. To ſay Ay and No to 
every thing that I ſaid—— Ay and No too was no 
good divinity, When the rain came to wet me once, 
and the wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder 
would not peace at my bidding; there I found em, 
there I ſmelt em out, Go to, they are not men o' 
their words; they told me I was every thing: tis a lye, 
I am not ague proof. 

Glo. The trick of that voice * I do well remember: 
Is't not the King ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King. 

When I do ſtare, fee how the ſubject quakes. 

I pardog that man's liſe. What was the cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die ; die for adultery ? no; 
the wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded fly does lecher 
in my ſight. Let copulation thrive : for Glo'ſter's ba- 
{tard ſon was kinder to bis father, than my daughters 

t 'tween the lawful ſheets. To't, Luxury, pell-mell; 
| I lack ſoldiers, Behold yon ſimpering dame, whoſe 
face tween her forks preſages ſnow ; that minces vir- 
tue, and does ſhake the head to hear of Pleaſure's name. 
The fitchew, nor the ſtalled horſe, goes to't with amore 
riotous appetite, Down from the waſte they are cen- 
taurs, tho' women all above: but to the girdle do the 
gods inherit, beneath it is all the fiends, There's hell, 
there's darkneſs, there is the ſulphurous pit, burning, 
ſcalding, ſlench, conſumption. Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah; 


i. e. the particular tone and manner of ſpeaking As the.air 
of a face ſignißes the particular turn and ſpirit of the features, 
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give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to ſweeten 
my imagination ! there's money for thee. 

Glo, O, let me kiſs that han 

Lear, Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature ! this great world 
Shall ſo wear out to nought Do'it thou know me? 

Lear. | remember thine eyes well enough: do'ft thou 
ſquint at me? No, do thy worit blind Cupid ; III not 
love, Read thou this challeuge, mark but the penning 
of ir. 

Glo. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report; LA Aae. 
It is, and my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo, What, with this caſe of eyes? 

Lear. Oh, ho, are you there with me? no eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purſe? your eyes are 
in a heavy caſe, your purſe in a light ; yet you ſee how 


this world goes. 


Cle. 1 ſee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad? a man may fee how this 
world goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears: {ce 
how yond juſtice rails upon yond ſimple thief, Hark in 
thin- ear: change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the juſtice, which is the thief ? Thou halt ſeen a farmer's 


dog bark at a beggar, 


lo. Ay, Sir. | 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? there thou 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority; a dog's 
obey d in office | 
Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why doſt thou lath that whore? ſtrip thy own back; 
Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind | 
For which thou whipp'ſt her. Th' uſurer hangs the co- 
Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; [zener. 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate lin with gold, 
And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it, 
None does offend, none, I fay, none; I'll able em; 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the pow'r 
To ſeal th? accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
And, like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 
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To ſee the things thou doſt not. 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off wy boots : harder, 


harder, ſo. 

Edg. O matter and i impertinency mix's, 
Reaſon in madneſs ! 

Lear If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is G/o Her; 

Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither : 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the air, 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee : marx 

Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fools This a good block !— 
It were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhoe 
A troop of horſe with felt; I'll put't in proof; 

And when I've ſtoln ö theſe — 


S CEN ay VIII. £ ner a C 8 with Attendants, 


Cent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 
Lear. No reſcue ? what, a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of Fortune. Uſe me well, 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have — 
I am cut to th' brains, 
Cent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No ſeconds ? all myſelt ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of ſalt; 
To ule his eyes for garden-vater-pots, 
And laying avtumn's duſt, I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What? 1 will be jovia! : 
Come, come, 1 am a King, My matters, know you 
that ? 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Ihen there's life ind. Come, an' you get it, 


You ſhall get it by running: fa, fa, fa, fa. [ Exit. 


Cert. A fight molt pititul in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt 1; RG... r of iv a King. I hou halt one daughter 
Was nature trom the general curie 
Wr..ch wan eve brought her to. 

Ede: N 


Gent, Sir P Fees du: . what's your will 2 


Sc. 9. King Lear. 79 
Edg. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle toward? 
, Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar ; every one hears that, 
Which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 
Edg. But by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 
. Cent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot: the main deſery 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
E2zg. I thank you, Sir: that's all. 
Gent, Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is here, 


. Her army is mov'd on. [ Exit. 
Edg. | thank you, Sir, 
e Ca. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me; | 
* Let not my worſer ſpirit tempt me again | 
To die before you pleaſe ! | 
Edg. Well pray you, father. 


Glo. Now, good Sir, what are you ? j 

Eg. A moſt poor man, made tame to Fortune's blows; f 
Who, by the art of known and feeling ſorrows, | 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to ſome biding. - 

a. Hearty thanks; f 
The bounty and the benizon of Heav'n 'l 


SCENE IX Enter Steward. 


Stew. A proclaim'd prize! moſt happy 
That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram d fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyſelf remember: the {word is out 
That mult deftroy thee, 

Glo, Let thy friendly hand 

u Put ſtrength enough to't, 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peaſant, 

Dar ſt thou ſupport a publith'd traitor ? Hence, 
t. Leſt that th infection of his fortune take 
5 Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edge. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther caſ/on. 

Stew. Let go, flave, or thou dy ſt. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk pais : and chud ha' been zwagger'd out of my life, 
twould not ha' been zo long as tis by a vortnight. 
Nay, come not near th" 1 keep out, che vor ye, 

3 . 


or ice try whether your coſtard or my bat be the harder; 
chill be plain with you. 
S*exwv. Our. dunghill! 
Ez Chill pick your teeth, Zir : come, no matter 
vor your foyns, [Edgar knocks him down. 
Stow. Slave, thou haſt lain me: villain, take my 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, [purſe ; 
And give the letters which thou fin4'it about me, 
To Edmund | arl of Glo'ſter : ſeek him out 
Upon the Engliſh party: oh, untimely death! [Dies. 
Edg. I know thee well, a {erviceable villain; 
As duteons to the vices of thy miltrels, 
As badnefſs would deſire. 
Glo. What. is he dead ? | 
Edg. Sit you down, father: reſt you, 
Let's fee cheſe pockets; the letters that he ſpeaks of, 
May be ny triends : he's dead; I'm only ſorry 
He had no other death s-man. Let us ſee— us not. 
By your leave, gentle wax —and manners blame 
To know our enemies' minds, we rip their hearts; 
Their papers are more lau ſul. 


Reads the letter. 


Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You have 
many opportunities to cut him ef, If your will want not, 
time and place will be fruitſully offer'd. There 1s no- 
thing dene, if he return the canguerer. Then am I the 
priſoner, and his bed my goal; from the luthed warmih 
whereof deliver me, and ſu! ply the place for your labour, 

Your ( wife, ſe I would ſay ) affettionate fervent, 
Conni. 
Oh, undiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of woman's will * ! 
A plot upon her virtuons huſband's life, 
And the exchange my brother. Here, i' th' ſands 
Thee |} |: rake up, the poſt unſancti fied 
Of mwith'rous lechers and in the mature time, 
With this ung: acious paper ſtrike the fight 
Ot the death-praQtis'd Duke; for him tis well, 
That of thy death and buſineſs I can tell. 


* Meoniny, that the variations in it are fo ſudden, and their liking 
and lot ing tollow fo quick upon cach other, that there is no diſlin- 
guilhavle ſpace between them, 
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; Glo. The King is mad : how ſtiff is my vile ſenſe, 

Thar | ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 

Of my huge ſorrows ! better | were diſtract. 

So ſhould my thoughts be ſever d from my griefs ; 

[Drum afar of. 

And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 

The knowledge of themſelves, | 
Eag. Give me your hand, f 

Far «ff, methinks, I hear the beaten drum, ; 

. Come, father, I'll beitow you with a friend. [Exeunt. 


S CEN E X. Changes to a chamber, 
Euter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyſician. 


Cer O, thou good Kent, how ſhall | live and work | 
To match thy goodneſs ? life will be too ſhort, | 
And every meaſure fail me. | | 
© Kent. to be ackaowledg'd, Madam, is o'erpaid 

All iny reports go with the modeſt truth, | 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 4 
Cor. Be better tvited, | 
Thete weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours. 
I pr*3thee, put them off, 
5e Kent Pardon, dear Madam, 
t, Yet to be known, ſhortens my laid intent; 
* My buon | make it, that you know me not, 
ke Till time and | think meet. 
th Cor hen be it lo, 
= My Lord. How does the King? [To the Phyfician, 
PH Madam, fleeps ill, 
L. Cor O you kind gods! 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed nature ; 
1h untuu'd and jairing ſenſes, O, wind up 
Of this child changed father. 
Phy}. Pleaſe your Majeſty, | 
That we inay wake the King ? he hath ſlept long. 
Cor Be govern dy your knowledge, and proceed 
I' th' ſway ut your own will. Is he array'd ? 


Enter Lear in a chair, carried by ſervants. 


Phyſ Ay, Madam; in the heavineſs of fleep, 
We pur freth garments on him. 
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Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him; 
doubt not of his temperance. 
Cor. O my dear father! Reſtauration, hang 
«« hy medicine on my lips; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 
Kent. Kind and deareſt Princeſs ! 
C:r. Had you not been their father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd againit the warring winds ? 
To ſtand againit the deep, dread-bolted thunder? 
In the moſt terrible and nimble ftroke 
Of quick, croſs lightning ? To watch, poor Perdu ! 
With this thin heim? My very enemy's dog, 
Though he had bit me, ſhou'd have ſtood that night 
Againit my fire, And walt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with {wine and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and mullty ſtraw ? alack. alack! 
*Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once, 
Hed not concluded. Ah ! he wakes; ſpeak to him. 
Phy/. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt. 
C:r. How does my Royal Lord ? how fares your Ma- 
jeſty ? 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o* ch grave; 
Thou art a foul in blifs, but l am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know; when did you die? 
Cor. Still, till, far wide 
Pty/. He's ſcarce awake, let him alone a while, 
Lear, Where have | been? where am 1? fairday-light ; 
I'm mightily abus'd ; 1 ſhould even die with pity, 
To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay; 
I will not ſwear theſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
I feel this pin prick : would | were aſſur d 
Of my condition. 
Cer, O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me, 
No, Sir, you mult not kneel. 
Lear. Pray, do not mock me. 


1 am a very ſooliſh fond old man, 
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Fourſcore and upward; and, to deal plainly, 
fear 1 am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I ſhould know you, and know this man; 
Yet | am doubtful : for I'm mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the {kill 1 have, 
Remembers not theſe garments ; nay, I knew not 
Where I did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And fol am; | am 

Lear Be your tears wet? yes, 'faith ; I pray you, weep 
If you have poiſon for me, I will drink it [ not, 
1 know you do not love me; for your fifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wron 
You have ſome cauſe, they have none. 

Cor. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Lear. Am | in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abuſe me. 

Phyſ. Be comforted, good Madam; the great rage, 
You ſee, is cur'd in him :—and yet 'twere danger 
To make him even o'er the time h'as loſt. 
Deſire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 
Till further ſettling. 

Cor. Will't pleaſe your Highneſs walk? 

Lear. You muſt bear with me ; 
Pray you now, forget and forgive. 
1 am old and fooliſh, 

[Exeunt Lear, Cord. PHH and Attendants. 


Manent Kent and Gentleman. 


Cent. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Cornwall 
was ſo flain ? 


Kent. Moſt certain, Sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people? 

Kent. As tis faid, the baſtard ſon of Glo'ſter. 

Gent. They ſay, Edgar, his banith'd fon, is with the 
Farl of Kent in Germany. 

Kent Report is changeable. *Tis time to look a- 
bout: the powers of the kingdom approach apace. 

Gent. The aibitriment is like to be bloody. 


Fare you well, Sir. [Exit Gent. 
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Kent. My point and period will he throughily wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle s tought. 
[ Exit Kent. 


8 3 Go. Se  % Wp © 
| A camp. 
Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentleman, and S:ldiers, 


Edm. I Now of the Duke, if his laſt purpoſe hold; 
Or whether ſince he is advis'd by aught 
To change the courſe ? he's full of alteration, 

And ſelf-reproving : bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Reg. Our ſiſter's man is certainly miſcarry d. 
Edm. Tis to be doubted, Madam. 

Reg. Now, ſweet Lord, 

You kuow the goodneſs I intend upon you. 

Tell me but traly, but then ſpeak the truth, 

Do you not love my ſiſter? 

Edm. In honour's love. | 
** But have you never found my brother's way 

To the forefended place ? | 
Edm. No, by mine honour, Madam. 

Reg. | never ſhall endure her; dear my Lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear not; ſhe, and the Duke her huſband—- 


Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 


Gon. I'd rather loſe the battle, than that ſiſter 
Should looſen him and me. Le. 
Alb. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met. 
Sir, this I hear, the King is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our ſtate 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeſt, 
I never yet was valiant ; for this buſineſs, 
It toucheth us, as France invades our land ; 
Not holds to th' King, with others, whom, | fear, 
Moſt juſt and heavy cauſes make oppoſe. _— 
Edm. Sir, you ſpeak nobly. 
Reg. Why is this reaſon d? 
Gon, Combine together gainſt the enemy; 
For theſe domeſtic and particular broils 
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Are not the queſtion here, 

Edm. I thall attend you preſently at your tent. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th' ancients of war 
On our proceeding. | 

Reg. Silter, you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No, 

Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray you, go with us. 

Gon, Oh ho, I know the riddle, I will go, [ Mde. 


$ CEN EE II. 


As they are going out, enter Edgar diſgui d. 


Eg. If e'er your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 
Hear me one word. , 
Alb. I'll overtake you. Speak. f 

j 


[Exeurt Edm. Reg. Gon. and Attendants. 
Ede. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have vict ' ry let the trumpet found 
For him that brought it: wretched though 1 ſeem, 
] can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſineſs of the world hath to an end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune love you! 
Alb. Stay till I've read the letter. 
Edg. | was forbid it. 
When time ſhall ferve, let but the herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. [ Exit. 
Ab. Why, fare thee well; I will o'erlcok thy paper. 


Re-enter Edmund. 


Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers. | 
Hard is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, | 
By diligent diſcovery ; but your haſte 
ls now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. [ Exit, 


$S CE NE III. 


Edm, To both theſe ſiſters have 1 ſworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
Are ot the adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 
Both ? one ? or neither ? neither can be enjoy'd, 


It both remain alive: to take the widow, 
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Exaſperates, makes mad her filter Gonerill ; 

And haraly ſha!l I carry out my fide, 

Her huſbaud being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the hattle ; which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 

His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

They ſhall ne'er ſee his pardon : for my ſtate 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 


SCENE Iv. Another open field. 


Alarum within. Enter with drum and colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and ſoldiers over the ſlage, and exeunt, 


Enter Edgar and Glo'ſter. 


Edg. Here, father, take the ſhadow of this tree 
For your good hoſt ; pray that the right may thrive, 
If ever I return to you again, 
I'll bring you comfort, 
Glo, Grace be with you, Sir ! [Exit Edgar. 
[ Alarum and retreat within. 


Re-enter Edgar. 


Edg. Away, old man; give me thy hand, away. 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his daughter ta'en; 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo. No further, Sir; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, ev'n as they're caming hither, 
Ripeneſs is all; come on. | 
Glz. And that's true too, [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Enter in conqueſt, with drum and colours, Edmund ; 
Lear, and Cordelia, as priſoners ;, Soldiers, Captain. 


Edm. Some officers take them away; guard, 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be 1 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor, We re not the firſt, 
Who with belt meaning have incurr'd the worſt: 
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For thee, oppreſſed King, am I caſt down ; 
Myſelf co::11 elſe outfrown falſe Fortune's frown. 
Shall we not ſee theſe daughters and theſe ſiſters ? 
Lear. No, no, no, no; come, let's away to priſon ; 
We two alone will ſing, like birds i” th' cage. 
When thou doſt aſk me bleſſing, III kneel down, 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs : ſo we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, ** and tell old tales, and laugh 
« At gilded butterflies: and hear poor rogues 
«© Talk of court-news, and we'll talk with them too, 
„ Who loſes and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
% And take upon's the aytery of things, 
« As if we were God's ſpies . And we'll wear out: 
« In a wall d priſon, e 
«© That ebb and flow by th' moon 
Edm. Take them away. 
Lear. ** Upon ſuch ſacrifices, my Cordelia, 
„ The gods themſelves throw incenſe.” Have I 
canght thee ? 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a brand from heav'n, 
„e Wipe thine eye; 
jeres ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
Lee they fall make cen: we ee them lad 


[Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded. 
w— Come hither, Captain, hark. [ Whiſpering, 


Take thou this note; go follow them to priſon. 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee; if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doc make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender-minded 


Does not become a ſword ; thy great employment 
Will not bear queſtion. Eicher lay thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. I'll do't my Lord. 

Edm. About it, an 
Mark, I fay, inſtantly; and carry it ſo 
As I have let it down. [Exit Captain, 


SCENE vl, 

Flouriſh. Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers. 
Alb. sir, you have ſhew'd to-day your valiant ſtrain, 
N NN 
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And Fortune led you well. Vou have the captives. 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ftrife : 
We do require them of you, ſo to uſe them, 
As we ſhall find their merits and our ſafety 
May equally determine, 
Edm, Sir, 1 thought it fit 
To ſend the old and miſerable King 
To ſome retention and appointed guard ; 
M hoſe age has charms in it, whoſe title more, 
To pluck the common boſoms on his fide; 
And turn our impreſs'd launces in our eyes, | 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen; 
My reaſon all the fame ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further ſpace, t' appear 
Where we ſhall hold our ſeſſion. At this time 
We ſweat and bleed; the friend hath loſt his friend ; 
And the beſt quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By thoſe that feel their ſtharpnets. 
T he queſtion of Cordelia, and her father, 
Requires a fitter place, 
Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a iubject of this war, 
Not as a brother. 
Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Methink+ our pleaiure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had ſpoke ſo tar. He led our powers; 
Bore the commiſſion ® of my place and perſon ; 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
Ard call itſelf your brother, 
Gon, Not ſo hot: 
In his own grace be doth exalt himſelf, 
More than in your advancement. 
Reg. In my right, 
By me invelted, he compeers the beſt. 
Alb. That were the moſt it he ſhould huſband you. 
Reg. Jeſters do oft prove prophets. 
Gon, Holla, holla ! 
That eye that teld you ſo lock'd but a- ſquint. 
Neg. Lacy, 1 am not well, elle I ſhould anſwer 
From a full-flowing fttomach. Genera), 
® commiſion, ſor outhority, 
+ immediacy, for repreſertation, 
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Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me; the walls are thine : 
Witnels the world, that I cre-*e thee here 


My Lord and Maſter. 


Gon, Mean you to enjoy him? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good-will, 

Edm. Nor in thine, Lord. 

Alb. Half blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. 
[To Edmund, They offer 12 go cut. 

Alb. Stay: hear my reaſon. Edmund, I arre!t thee 

On capital treaſon; and, in thy arrelt, 

This gilded ſerpent. For your claim, fair iter, 

1 bar it ia the intereſt of my wife ; 

Tis ſhe is ſabcnntrafted to this Lord, 

And l her huſband contradict your banes. 

It you will marry, make your loves to me, 

My Lady is beſpoke. 
Con. An interlude ! 
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glo'ſter; let the trumpet ſound: 

If none appear to prove upon thy perſon 

Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, 

There is my pledge: I'll prove it on thy heart, 

Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothiug leſs 

Than l have here proclaim'd thee. 

Con If not, I'll ne'er truſt poiſon, [ Aides 
Edm. There's my exchange. What in the world he is, 

That names me traitor, villain-like he lyes. 

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (whom not ?) 1 will maintain 

My truth and honour firmly, 

Alb, A herald, ho! 


Enter a Herald. 


Truſt to thy ſiagle virtue; for thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge, 
Reg. This ſickneſs grows upon me. | 
Alb, She is not well, convey her to my tent. 
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SCENE VI. 


Come kither, Herald, let the trumpet ſound, 
And read out this. LA trumpet ſounds. 


Herald reads- 


If any man of guality or degree within the liſts of the 
ar my. will maintain upen Edmund ſuppoſed Earl ef Gloſter, 
that he is a manifald traitor, let him appear by the third 
found of the trumpet. He is bald in bis deſence, 1 trumpet, 


* r. Again. 2 trum pe © 
Her. Again. 3 trumpet, 
[Trumpet anſwers, within. 


Exter Edgar, armed. 


Alb, Aſk bim his purpoſes, why ke appears 
Upon this call o' th' trumpet. 
Her. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent ſummons ? 
Eag. Know my name is loſt; 
Ny treaſon's tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit ; 
Yet am | noble, as the adverſary 
come to cope. 
£13, Which is that adverſary ? 
Eag What's he that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of 
Edm. Himſclf. What ſay'ſt thou to him? [Glo'ſter ? 
Eg. Draw thy ſword, 
That it my ſpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juſtice ; here is mine 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
My oath and my profeſſion. | proteſt, | 
Mavgre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Spite of thy victor-ſword, and fire-new fortune, 
I hy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ; 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Confpirant *gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th' extremeſt upward of thy head, 
To the deſcent and duſt below thy foor, 
A moſt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou No; 
I his ſword, this arm; and my beſt fpirits are bent 
To prove upon iby heart, whereto I ſpeak, 
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Thou lyeſt. 
Edm. In wiſdom I ſhould aſk thy name; 
But fince thy outſide looks fo fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue ſome ſay of breeding breathes ; 
What ſafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, 1 diſdain and ſpurn: 
Back do | toſs theſe treaſons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated lye o'erwhelin thy heart; 
To which (for they yet glance by, ſcarcely bruiſing) 
This ſword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpet, ſpeak. 
LAlarum. Fight. Edmund falls, 
Gen. O, ſave him, fave him; this is practice, Glo'lter : 
By th law of war, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknown oppoſite ; thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. | 
Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 
Or with this paper ſhall 1 ſtop it; 
Thou worſe than any thing, read thine own evil. 
No tearing, Lady; I perceive you know it. 
Gon. Say, if 1 do; the laws are mine, not thine; 
Who can arraign me for't ? | 
Alb. Monſter, know'ſt thou this paper? 


Gon. Aſk me not what I know—— [Exit Gon. 


Alb, Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 

| SCENE VIII. 

Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that I have 
done 


And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
"Tis paſt, and ſo am I. But what art thou 
That haſt this fortune on me? If thou'rt noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity: 
I am no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou'ſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's ſon. 
% The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 
% Make inſtruments to ſcourge us: 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 
Coſt him his eyes. | 
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Edm · Thou'ſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The wheel is come full circle; I am here. 
Alb. Methought thy very gate did propheſy [To Edg. 
A royal nobleneſs: I muſt embrace thee. — —- 
Let forrow ſplit my heart, if ever 1 
Did hate thee, or thy father! 
Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't. 
Alb. Where have you hid yourſelf ? 
How have you known the miſeries of your father? 
Edg. By nurſing them, my Lord. Liſt a brief tale, 
And, when tis told, O that my heart would burſt !1— 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives' ſweetneſs ! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than die at once), ** taught me to ſhift 
Into a madman's rags! t' aſſume a ſemblance 
« The very dogs diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I cay father with his bleeding rings, 
% Their precious gems new loſt; became his guide, 
% Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from deſpain ;. 
% Never (O fault I) reveal'd myſelf unto him, 
% Until ſome half paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping, of this good ſucceſs, 
„% ] a:k'd his og, and from firſt to laſt 
„% Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart, 
„ Alack, too weak the confli& to ſupport, 
++ *T wixt two extremes of paſſion, joy, and grief, 
+ Burſt ſmilingly. | 
Edm. This ſpeech of your's bath mov'd me, 
And ſhall perchance do good; but ſpeak you on, 
You look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in; 
For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
Hearing of this. 
Edg.. 1 his would have ſeem'd a period. But ſuah- 
As love to amplify another's ſor row, 
To much, would make much more, and top extremity, 
„% Whillt 1 was big in clamour, came there a man, 
« Who having ſeen me in my worſer ſtate, 
«« Shung'd my abhorr'd ſociety ; but now finding 
+ Who 'twas had fo endur'd, with his ſtrong arms 
He fatten'd on my neck; and bellow d ow, 


T 
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« As he'd burſt heaven; threw him on my father; 
% Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him 
« That ever ear receiv'd ; which in recounting 
« His grief grew puiſſant, and the ſtrings of lite 
« Began to crack.” —— Twice then the trumpets 
And there I leſt him traunc'd. [ſounded, 
Alb. But who was this ? 
Edg. Kent, Sir; the baniſh'd Kent, who in diſguiſe 
Follow'd his enemy King, and did him ſervice 
Improper for a ſlave. 
$S CERN . Enter a Gentleman, 


Cent. Help! help! 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edge. What means this bloody knife? 

Gent. Tis hot, it ſmokes; it came even from the 
Of ———0O ! ſhe's dead. 

Alb. Who's dead ? ſpeak, man. 

Gent, Your Lady, Sir, your Lady; and her ſites 
By her is poiſon'd; ſhe confeſſes it. 

Edm. | was contracted to them both; all three 
Now marry in an inſtant. 

Edg. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead. 
[Goneril aad Regan's bodies brought our. 
This judgement of the heav'ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity —O ! is this he! 
The time will not allow the compliment [To Kent. 
Which very. manners urge, 
Kent. I am come 


To bid-my King and maſter aye good night, 


Is he not here? 
Alb. Great thing of us forgot! [delia ? 


Edmund, Where's the King? and where's Cor- 
See'ſt thou this object, Kent? [ Pointing to the dead bodies · 
Kent. Alack, why thus ? 
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after flew herſelf. 
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Alb. Even ſo; cover their ſaces. 
Edm. 1 pant for life ; ſome good I mean to do, 

Deſpight of mine own nature, Quickly ſend 

(Be brief) into the caſtle; for my writ 

Is on the life of Lear and Cordeua. 

Nay, fend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, Orun 

Eg. To whom, my Lord? who has the office? 
Send thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on, take my ſword, 

Give it the Captain 
Edg. Haſte thee for thy lie. [ Exit Meſſenger. 
Edm. He hath commiſſion from thy wife and me 

To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 

To lay the blame upon her own deſpair. 

Alb. The gods deicnder her! bear him hence a while. 
"Edmund is borne ef. 


$SCERNE X. 


Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms. 


Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl,...0, you are men 
of ſtone ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſo, 


That heaven's vault ſhould crack : ſhe's gone for ever 


i know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She's dead as earth! lend me a looking-glais, 
If that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 
Kent. is this the promis'd end? 

Lear. This feather ſtirs, the lives; if it be ſo, 
It is a chance which does redeem all forrows, 
That ever I have felt. 


Kent, O my good maſter! [Kneeling. 


Lear. Pr'ythee, away 

Edz. Tis Noble Kent, your ſriead. 

Lear, A plague upon you, murth'rous traitors all! 
I might have ſav'd her; now {he's gone for ever 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha! 
What is't thou ay it? her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low; an exceilent thing in woman, 
I Kill d the flave that was a hanging thee. 
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Kent. Tis true, wy Lords, he did. 
Lear. Did 1 not, fellow ? 

I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 

would have made them ſkip : I am old now, 

And theſe fame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 

Mine eyes are none o' th beſt I'll tell you ſtrait, 
Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, 

One ot them we behold. 

Lear, Are you not Kent ? 
Kent. The ſame; your ſervant Kent. 

Where is your ſervant Caius ? 

Lear, 'T was a good fellow, I can tell you that, 

He'd ſtrike, and quickly too: — he's dead and roneo, 
Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very man. 
Lear. I'll fee that ſtrait, 

Kent. That, from your firſt of difference and decay“, 

Have follow'd your ſad ſteps 
Lear. Your welcome hither. 

Kent. Twas no man elſe, — Alt's cheerleſfs, dark, 
and dead ; 

Your eldeſt daughters have foredone themſelves, 

And deſp'rately are dead. | 
Lear. Ay, ſo | think. 

Alb, He knows not what he ſays; and vain is it 


That we preſent us to him. 
Eg. Very bootleſs. 
Enter a Menger. 


Meß. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb. That's but a trifle. | 
You Lords and noble friends, know our intent 
W hat comfort to this great cy may come, 

Shall be applied. For us, we will r 
During the life of this old Majeſty, 
To him our abſolute power: to you, your rights, 

| [To Edgar, 
With boot, and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited, All friends ſhall taſte 
The wages of their virtues, and all foes 
The cup of their deſervings. O fee, ſe 


® decay for misfortunes, 
+ decay, for dejoltion, 
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Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd; no, no, no life. 
Why ſhould a dog, a horie, a rat, have life. 
And thou no breath at all? thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never 
Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, Sir; 
Do you ſee this ? look on her, look on her lips. 
Look there. look there [ He dies. 
Edg. He faints, my Lord ! 
Kent. Break, heart, I pr'ythee break! 
Edg. Look up, my Lord! 


Kent. Vex not his gh-: O, let him paſs! He hates 


That would upon the rack of this rough world {him 
Stretch him out longer. 
Edg. He is gore indeed. 
Kent The wonder is he hath endur'd fo long: 
He but uſurp d his lite. 
Alb. Bear them from hence; our preſent buſineſs 
Is general woe. Friends of my toul, you twain - 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd tate ſuſtain. 
Kent | have a journey, Sir, ſhortly to go; 
My maſter calls me, I muſt not ſay No. [ Dies, 
Alb. The weight of this ſad time we maſt obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay, 
The oldeſt hath borne moſt ; we that are young, 
Shall never fee ſo much, live e er ſo long. 
- [Exeunt with a dead march, 
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TIMON of AT HE NS“. 


DRAM ATIS PERSONX. 


TrMoNv, a noble Athenian. | Titus, 
Lucins, 
Luculos,] two flattering oo | 
— a chu liſo philoſo | 
Sempronias, another flattering | Ventidius, one of Timon's faiſe 
Lord. friends. 

—_— an Athenian General, | | Cupid and Moſkers. 
Flavius, Steward to Timon. 
Flamin'us, —_— miſlreſes to Alcibi- 
Lucilius, J. s ſervants, : 

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, 


Caphis, ? ſeveral ſervants to TJeweller, Mercer, and Mer- 


chant, with divers Servants 
ur ers. | and Sa, 


SCENE, Athens; and the woods not far from it. 


ACT 4 Dean ms 1 
at ſeveral doors. 
Peet. I have not ſeen you long; how 
Poet. Ay, that's well known. 
(Magic of Bounty I), all theſe ſpirits thy power 


| A hall in Timon's houſe. 
Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer, 
Peet Ood day, Sir, 
Pain. | am glad y' are well. 
goes the world ? 

Pain. It wears, . as it 
But what particular rarity ? what fo ſtrange 
Which manifold Record not matches ? See, 

* The hint of part of this play is taken from Lucian's dialogue 
of Timon. 
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Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the Merchant. 
Pain. 1 know them both; th' other's a Jeweller. 
Mer. O, "tis a worthy Lord! 

Few. Nay, that's moſt fix d. 
Mer. A moſt incomparable man, breath'd as it were 

1 To an untirable and continuate goodneſs, 

He paſſes 


Few. If he will touch the eſtimate : but for that 
Poet. When we for recompence 2 prair'd the vile, 


E flains the glory in that happy verſe 
Which aptly fings the geo i. —— to bimfelf. 
Mer. Tis a form. _ on the jewel, 


Jew. And rich; here is a water, look 
Pate. Yeuvemnt, tie, in fone work, fame deficarien 
To the great Lord. 
Poet. A thing ſlipt idly from me. 
Our nad > © aan. which iſſues 
From whence tis nouriſhed, The fire i” th' flint 
Shews not, till it be ſtruck : our gentle flame 
Provokes itſelf, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 
Pain. A — Sir—— When comes your book 


Poet. nnn me cnifhentnns, ths 
| Let's ſee your piece. 
Pain. 'Tis a good piece. & 
Poet. 80 tis. 
This comes off well and excellent. 
Pain. Indiff rent. 
ö Poet. Admirable ! how this grace 
x Speaks his own ſtanding ? what a mental power 
| This eye ſhoots forth ? how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ? to th' dumbneſs of the geſture 


One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. — 
Here is a touch is t good ? 

Poet. Ill ſay of it, Ly 


It tutors nature; artificial ſtriſe ® 1 
Lives in thoſe touches, livelier than life. \ 
® frife, for oftion or mction. 


2 
f. 


Sc. Is Timon of Athens. 


Enter certain Senators. 

Pain. How this Lord is followed ! 

Poet. The Senators of Athens! happy man ! 

Pais. Look more! 

Poet. Yeu ſee this confluence, this great flood of vi- 
I have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, [ fiters, 
Whom this beneath- world doth embrace and hug 
With ampleſt entertainment. My free drift 
Halts not particular, but moves itſelf 
In a wide ſea of wax“: noleaven'd malice 
Infects one comma in the courſe I hold; 
But flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on, 
% Lexving no track behind.” 

Pain. How ſhall I underſtand you ? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
You ſee how all conditions, how all minds, 
As well of glib and flipp'ry natures, as 
Of grave and auſtere quality, tender down 
Their ſervice to Lord Timon : his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All ſorts of hearts; yea, from the glaſs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhore himſelf + ; ev'n he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moſt rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain, I ſaw them ſpeak top . 

Poet. I have upon a high and pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron d. The baſe o' th' mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the botom of this ſphere 
To propagate | their ſtates; amongſt them all, 
Whole eyes are on this ſov'reign lady fix d, 
One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her iv'ry hand waf:s to her, 


Whoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Trauſlates his rivals. 


. 


Ancient ly they wrote upon waxen tables with an iron ſiyle. 
+ i. e. to quarrel with himſelf. 


to propagate, for to make, 
Vor. VI. i 
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Pain- Tis conceiv'd to th' ſcope · 

This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckon d from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy mount 

To climb his happineſs, would be well expreſs'd 
In our condition ®, 

Poet Nay, but hear me on. 

All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value, on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his lo bies fill with tendance, 
Rain ſacrificial whiſp'rings in his ear, 

Make facred even his ſtirrup, and through him 
Drink the tree arr. 

Pain, Ay, marry, what of theſe ? 

Pact. M hen Fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependents 
(Which labour'd after to the mountain's top 
Even on their knees and hands) let him flip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain, I is common, 

A thouſand moral paintings | can ſhew, 

T hat ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of Fortune 
More pregnantly than words, Yet you do well 

To ſhew Lord Timon, that mean eyes bave ſeen 
The foot above the head. 


SCENE II. 


Trumpets ſound, Enter Timon, addreſing himſelf cour- 
teoufly to every ſuitor. 
Tim. Impriſon'd is he, ſay you? [To a Meſenger. 
Meß. Ay, My good Lord; five talents is his debt, 
His means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtraight : 
Your honourable letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him 
Periods his comtort. 
Tim. Noble Ventidius ! well—— 
I am not of that feather to ſhake off 
My friend when he moſt needs me. I do know him 
A gentlemar that well deſerves a help, 
W hich he ſhall have; I'll pay the debt, and free him. 


® conoiticn, tor art. 


I AW in is 


we 
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Mef. Your Lordlhip ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him, I will ſend his ranſom ; 
And, being infranchiz d, bid him come to me; 
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to ſap port him aſter Fare you well, 

Me. All happineis to zour Honour! [Exits 


Enter an Old Athenian- 


Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 

Tim, Freely, good father. 

Cd Ath. Thou haſt a fervant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim. I have to. What of him? 

014 Ath, Moſt Noble Timon, call the man before thee. 
Tim, Atten Is he here or no? Lucilius —— 


Enter Lucilius. 


Luc Here, at your Lordſhip's ſervice, 

Old Ath. This fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy crea- 
By night frequents my houſe. I am a man [rure, 
That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift, ' 
And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais'd, 

Than one which holds a trencher, 

Tim. Well: what further ? 

O Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 

The maid is fair, o“ th* youngeſt for a bride, 
And I have bred her ai my ceareit con, 
In qualities of the beſt. This man ot thine 
Attempts her love: I pray thee, Noble Lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her reſort; 
Myſelf have ſpoke in vain, 
Tim. The man is honeſt, 
014 Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon. 
His honeſty rewards him in itſelf, 
Ir mult not bear my daughter, 
Tim. Does lhe love him? 
Old Ath. She is young, and apt. 
Our own precedent paflaus do ĩuſtruct us 
What levity's in youth. 
Tim. Love you the maid ? 
Luc. Ay, my good Lord, and ſhe accepts of it. 
6/ 4th. If in her * my conſent be miſſing, 
| 2 
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I cal! the gods to witneſs, I will chuſe 
M me heir from foi th the beggars of the world, 
And diſpeſſets her all. 
Tim, How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
If the be mated with an equal huſband ? 
Ci Ab. Thice talents on the preſent, in ſuture all. 
Tim. T his gentleman cf mine hath ferv'd me long; 
To build his fortune I will train a little, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
M hat you beſtow, in him I'll counterpoiſe, 
And make him weigh with ker, 
Old 4th, Mit Noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his. 
Tim. Wy band to thee, mine honour on my promiſe, 
Luc, Humbly i thank your Lordſhip ; never may 
That ſtate or fortune fall into wy keeping, 
Mich is not own'd to you. 
[Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian, 
Peet — my labour, and long live your Lor d- 
ip! 
Tim. 1 thank you, you ſhall hear from me anon: 


— 


co not away. What have you there, my friend? 


Pain A piece of painting, which I do beſcech 
Your Lordſhip to accept. | 
Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almoſt the natural man: 
For nee diftonour traficks with man's nature, 
He is but outſide: pencil d figures are 
Ev'n ſuch as they give out. I like your work; 
And you ſhall find I like it. Wait attendance 
Til! you hear ſui ther from me 
Pain. The gods preſerve ye! 
Tim. Well fare you, Gentleman; give me your hand, 
We mult needs dine together: Sir, your jewel 
Hath ſuffer'd under praiſe 
Jew. What, my Lord? diſpraile ? 
Tm A mere ſatiety of commendations : 
If 1 ſhould pay you for't as tis extoll'd, 
It would unclew me quite. 
Jeu. My Lord, tis rated 
As thoſe which {ell would give: but you well know, 
Things of like value, diſſer ing in the owners, 


— 
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ad, 


and yet he's but a 
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Are by their maſters priz'd ; believe't, dear Lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

Tim. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good Lord, he ſpeaks the common 
Which all men ſpeak with him, [tongue, 

Tim. Look, who comes here. 


SCENE ill Enter Apemantus. 


Will you be chid ? 
Few. We'll bear it with your Lordſhip. 
Mer. He'll ſpare none. 
Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Apem. * I be  geatle, wap tor thy good r morrow, Þ 


Apem. 6 and * — 
honeſt. 

Tim. Why doſt thou call them knaves? thou know'lt 
them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem, Then I repent not. 

Jeu. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou know'ſt 1 do, 1 call'd thee by thy name. 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not like 
Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going ? 

Apem: To knock out an honeſt Athenian's brains, 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, it doing nothing be death by the law, 

Tim. How like ſt thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Apem. The better, for the innocence. 

Tin. Wrought he not well that painted it? 
Apem. r better that made the painter; 


thy piece of work. 
Pain. I are a dog. 


© + The firſt line of Apemantus's anſwer is to the purpoſe ; the ſe- 
cond abſurd and nonſenſical ; which proceeds from the loſs of a 


ſpeech dropt from between them, that ſhould be thus reſtored, 
Tim. Good morrow 16 thee, gentle Apemantus ! 


pem. Tull I be gent. e, ſtay for ood marrow. 
[Poct. When will that be? v8 


Apem. IWWhen thou art Timon's dig, and theſe knaves hone, 
+ at 


- 1 
* 
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Adem. Thy mother's of my generation, What's ſhe, 
if | be a dog? | 

Tim. Wilt dine with re, Apemantus ? 

Adem. No, I eat not lords. 

Tim. If thou ſhould'it, thou'dſit anger ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat lords; ſo they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 

Apem. So thou apprehend'itit, 7ake ir for thy labour. 

Tim. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not fo well as plain dealing, which will not 
colt a man a doit. 

Tim. , hat doſt thou think 'tis worth? 

Apem. Not worth my thinking How now, Poet? 

Poet. How now, Philoſopher ? | 

Apem. Thou lyeſt. 

Poet. Art thou not one? 

 Apem, Les. 
Poet. Then | lye not. 
- Apem. Art not a poet? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lyeſt: look in thy laſt work, wher: 
thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo. 

Apem Yes, he is worthy o' thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour. He that loves to be flattered, is worthy 
o th' flatterer. Heav'ns that 1 were a Lord! 

Tim, What would ſt do then, Apemantus ? 

Atem. Ev'n as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 
my heart. 

Tim, What, thyſelf ? 

Abem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem, I hat 1 had ſo hungry a wit to be a lord 
Art thou not a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the geds do it. 

Apem Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thee ! 


Trumpets. ſcund. Enter a Meſſenger. 


Tim. M hat trumpet's that? 
MJ. Tis Alcibiades, and ſeme twenty korſe, 


2 8 7 
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, All of companionſhip. 
Tim. Pray entertain them; give them guide to us; 
You mult needs dine with me : go not you hence 
Till | bave thank d you; and when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your ſights, 


1 Enter Alcibiades with the reſt. 
Moſt welcome, Sir ! [ Bowing and embracing. 
. Apem. So, ſo! Aches contract and ſtarve your ſupple 
joints! that there ſhould be ſmall love amonglit theſe 
t ſweet knaves, and all this courteſy! the ftrain of man's 


bred out into baboon and monkey. 
Ale You have ſav'd my longing, and 1 feed 
Moſt hungerly on your fight. 
Tim. Right welcome, Sir, 
Ere we do part, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
la different pleaſures. Pray you let us in. F[Excant, 


SCC BN E IV, 
Manet Apemantus Enter Lucius and Lucullus. 


_ Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus ? 
Adem. Time to be honeſt. 
Luc That time ſerves (till. 
* Adem The more accurſed thou that ſtill omitt'ſt it. 
17 Lucul. Thou art going to Lord Timon's feaſt. 
| Apems+ Ay, to tee meat till knaves, and wine heat fools. 
Lucul, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
th Apem Thou art a fool to bid me farewel twice. 
Lucu!, Why, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Thou ſhould'it have kept one to thyſelf, for I * 
mean to give thee none. 
Luc, Hang thyſelf. 
as Atem No, 1 will do nothing at thy bidding: make 
thy reque'ts to thy friend. 
Lucul Away, unpeaceable dog, or 1'll ſpurn 
1 thee hence 
Adem. 1 will fly, like a dog, the heels o' th' aſs, 
Luc. He's oppoſite to humanity. 
Come, ſhall we in, and taſte Lord Timon's bounty ? 
He ſure outgoes the very heart of kiadneſs. 
A 2eul, He pours it out, Plutus, the god of gold, 
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Is but his ſteward : no meed but he repays 

Sevenfold above itſelf ; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a retura exceeding 

All ute of quittance. 
Luc. The nobleſt mind he carries, 

That ever govern'd man. 
Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes! ſhall we in ? 
Luc. 1'll keep you company. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Another apartment in Timon's houſe. 


Hauthbeys playing, loud muſic. A great banguet ſerv'd in; 
and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus Sempronius, 
and other Athenian Senators, with Ventidius. Then 
comes, dropping aſter all, Apemantus diſcontentedly, 


Ven. Moſt honour'd Timon, it hath pleas'd the gods 
To call my father's age unto long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich, 
Then, as in grateful virtue 1 am bound 
To your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 
Doubled with thanks and ſervice, from whoſe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means, 
Honeſt Ventidius : you miſtake my love; 
I gave it freely ever, and there's none 
Can truly ſay he gives if be receives. 
If our betters play at that game, we muſt not. 
Apem Dare to imitate them: faults that are rich, 
are fair. 
Ven. A noble ſpirit. * 
Tim Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firſt, 
To ſet a gloſs on taint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnets , ſorry ere tis ſhown : 
But where there is true triendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than they to me. [They fit down, 
Luc Ve always have confeſs'd it. 
Adem. Ho, ho, confeis'd it? hang'd it, have you not? 
im O, Apemantus ! you are welcome. 
Apem. No; you ſhall not make me welcome. 1 
come to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 


by Loodnc/s for beneficence, 
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Tim, Pie, th' art a churl; ye have got a humour 
Does not become a man, tis much to blame: [there 
They fay, my Lords, that [ra ſuror brevis eft, 

But yonder man is ever angry. 

Go, let him have a tible by himſelf : 
For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit tor't indeed 

Apem. Let me ſtay at thy peril, Timon; I come to 
obſerve, I give thee warning on t. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee; th' art an Athenian, 
therefore welcome; 1 myſelf would have no power 
pr ythee let my meat make thee ſilent. 

Apem. I ſcorn thy meat; twould choke me fore 1 
ſhould e'er flatter thee, O ye gods! what a number 
EC g"en Timon, and he fees em not? It grieves me 
to 
So many dip their meat in one man's blood, 

And, all the madneſs is, he cheers them up to't. 
wonder men dare truſt themſelves with men! 
Methinks they ſhould invite them without knives : 

Good for their meet, and ſater for their lives. 

There's much example for't : the fellow that 

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a v:rides draught, . 

Is th* readieſt man to kill him. T has been prov'd. 
Were Ja great man, 1 ſhould fear to drink, 

Leit they lhould ſpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes: 
Great men thould drink with harneſs on their throats, 

Tim. My Lord, ia heart ; and let the health go round. 

Lacul. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Atem. Flow this way! a brave fellow ! be keeps 
his tides well ; thoſe healths will make thee and thy 
Rate look ill, Timon. Here's that which is too weak 
to be a ſinner, honeſt water, which nc'er left man i 
th* mire, 

This and my food are equal, there's no odds; 
Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 


Apemantus's grace. 
Immortal gods, I crave no elf. 
f pray for no man but myſelf ; 
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Grant I may never prove fo fond 

To truſt man on his oath or bond, 
Or a barlot for her weeping, 

Or a deg that ſeems a-/leeping, 

Or a keeper with my freedom, 

Or my friends if 1 ſhould need em. 
Amen, amen ; fo fall tot: 

Rich men fin, and I eat rost. 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

Tim. Captain, Alcibiades, your heart's in the field 
now. | 
Ale My heart is ever at your ſervice, my Lord. 

Tim. You had rather been at a breakfaſt of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Alc. So they were bleeding rew, my Lord, there's no 
meat like em I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a feaſt, 

Apem. Would all theſe flatterers were thine enemies 
then, that thou might'ſt kill em, and bid me to em! 

Luc. Might we but have the happineſs, my Lord, 
that you woul.! once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 


expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think our- 


ſelves for ever perfect. 

De Oh. na doubt, my good friends, but er { 
themſelves have provided that I ſhall have as much help 
from you: how had you been my friends elſe? why 
have you that charitable title from thouſands, did nor 
you chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of 
you to myſelf, than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your 
own behalf. And thus far I confirm you. Oh you 
gods, (think I), what need we have any friends, if we 
ſhould never have need of em? they would moſt re- 
ſemble ſweet inſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep 
their ſounds to themſelves. Why, 1 have often with'd 
myſelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you : we 
are born to do benefits. And what better or properer 
can we call our own, than the riches of dur friends? 
O, what a precious comfort 'tis to have ſo many, like 


ers, commanding one another's fortunes! O joy, 


e'en made a joy ere't can be born; mine eyes cannot 
hold water, methinks : to forget their faults, 1 drink 
to you, 
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Apem. Thou weep it but to make them drink thecs 


Timon. 
Lucul Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 

And at that inſtant like a babe ſprung up. 
Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtard, 
3 Lord. I promiſe you, my Lord, you mov'd me 
Apem. Much! [ Much, 


Sound tucket. 
Tim. What means that trump? how now? 
Enter a ſervant. 


Ser, Pleaſe you, my Lord, there are certaia ladies 
moſt deſirous of admittance, 

Tim. Ladies? what are their wills ? 

Ser, There comes with them a fore-runner, my 
Lord which bears that office to ſiguify their pleaſures, 

Zim. I pray let them be admitted. 


S CE N E VI. 


Enter Cupid with a maſk of ladies, as Amazons. 


Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all 
That of his bounties taſte ! the five beſt ſenſes 
Acknowledye thee their patron, and do come 
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous boſom : 
Th' ear, talte, touch, ſinell, pleas'd from thy table riſe, 
Theſe only now come but to feaſt thine eyes. 
Tim. They're welcome all; let em have kind ad- 
Let muſic make their welcome. [mittance, 
Luc. You fee, my Lord, how amply you're belov'd. 
Apem. Hoyday ! what a ſweep of vanity comes this 


They dance. they are mad women. [way ! 
Like madneſs is the glory ot this life “; 
.* * „ 0 * 


It appears that ſ-me lines are dropt out and loſt from between 
the third and fourth verſes. I conjecture the ſenſe of the whole 
might be this, The glory of human life is lite the madneſs of this maſk : 
it is a falſe aim at happineſs ; which is to be obtained only by ſobriety 
and temperance in a private and retired life. Bnt ſuperficial judges 
will always prefer pomp and glory ; becauſe in outward appearance it 


has ſo g:eatly the advantage: as great as this pompous ſupper appears 
to have above my ei and rot. | 
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As this pomp ſhews to a little oil and root. 

We make ourſelves fools, to diſport ourſelves ; 
And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 
Upon whoſe age * we void it up again, 

With poiſonous ſpight and en vy 

Who lives that's not depraved or depraves ? 
Who dies that bears not one ſpurn to their graves 
Of their friends* gift ? 
1 ſhould fear thoſe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ſtamp upon me: t has been done; 
Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting ſun, 


Te Lerd. riſe from table, wvith mach adoring of Timon, 


each ſingling aut an Amazon, and all dance, men 
awith women, a loſty train or two to the Hautbeys, 
and ceaſe, 


Tim. You have done our pleaſures much grace, fair - 


Set a fair faſhion on our entertainment, [ladies, 
Which was pot halt ſo beautiful and kind: 
You've added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device. 
I am to thank for you it. 
Luc. My Lord, you take us even at the beſt. 
Apem. "Faith, for the worſt is filthy, and would not 
hold taking, 1 doubt me. 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe yourielves. 
All La. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. [Exeunt, 
Tim. Flavius 
Flav. My Lord. | 
Tim. The little caſket bring me hither. 
Flav. Yes, my Lord. More jewels yet? there is no 
ereſſing him in's humour, 
Elſe I thould tell im ——well——'' faith 1 ſhould, 
When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs then it he could. 
Tis pity Bounty has not eye behind, | 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind, [[Exzt. 
Lucul. Where be our men? 
Ser. Here, my Lord, in readineſs: 
Luc. Our horſes. 
Tim, O my good friends ! 


Ae. for decay of fortune, poverty. 


4 


Sc. 7. Timon of Athens, 111 


I have one word to fav to you; look, my Lord, 
1 mult intreat yon, honour me ſo much 
As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it, 
Kind my Lord ! 
Luc. | am ſo far already in your gifts 
All. So are we all, [Exe. Lucius, Lucullus, &c, 


SCENE VIL Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, there are certain nobles of the ſe- 
nate newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
Tim, 'l hey are fairly welcome. 


Re-enter Flavius, 
Flav. 1 beſezch your onour, vouchſafe me a word; 
it does concern you near, 
Tim. Me near? why then another time I'll hear thee. 


I pr'y thee let's be provided to ſhew them entertainment. 
Flav, I ſcarce know how. 


Enter another ſervant. 


2 Ser. May it pleaſe your Honour, Lord Lucius, 
out of his free love, hath preiented to you four milk- 
white horſes trapt in filver. 

Tim. | ſhall accept them fairly: let the preſents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 

Enter a third ſeroant. 
How now ? what news ? 
3 Ser, Pleaſe you, my Lord, that Honourable Gen 


tleman, Lord Lucullus, intreats your company to-mor- 
row to hunt with him, and has lent your Honour two 


brace of grey hounds 


Tim, | || hunt with him; and let them be received, 

not without fair reward | 

Flav. What will this come to? He commands us to 
provide, and give great gifts, and all out of an empty 
coffer Nor will he know his purſe, or yield me this, 
To ſhew him what a beggarb'is heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes good; 
His promiies fly lo beyond is tate, 
That what he ſpeaks is all in debt; he owes for ev'ry 
He is ſo kind that he pays intereſt for t: Cord: 
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His lands put to their books. Well, would 1 were 
Gently put out of office, ere | were fore d: 
Happier is he that has no frien1 to feed, 
Than ſuch that do e en enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. LE vit. 

Tim You do yourſelves much wrong, you bare too 
much of your own merits, Here, my Lord, a trifle 
ol our Ive. | 

1 Lord, With more than common thanks 1 will re- 
cerve it 

2 Lord. He has the very ſoul of bounty, 

Tim. And now I remember, my Lord, you 
good words the other day of a bay courſer I rode on. 


*Tis your's, becauſe y u lik'd it. 


2 Lord Oh, I beicech you, pardon me, my Lord, 
in that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my Lord: 1 know 
no man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affect. 1 
weigh my friend s affection with my own; I tell you 
true. l' call on you. 

All Loras O, none fo welcome. 

Tim | take all and your ſeveral viſitations 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give 
My thanks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 

And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades, 

Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, 

I'll come in charity to thee ; thy living 

Is mongſt the dead; and all the lands thou haſt 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Alc. 1 defy land, my Lord. 

1 Lord. We are jo virtuouſly bound 

Tim. And ſo am Il to you. 

2 Lord. So in fit itely endear dä 

Tim. all to you. Lights ! more lights. more lights. 

3 Lord The beſt of happineſs, houour and for tunes, 
Keep with you Lord Twwon 


Tim, Ready for his friends, [Exeunt Lords. 


$ CE NE VII. 


Apem. What acols here, 
Serring; of becks and jutting out of bums! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the ſums 
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That are giv'n for em. Friendſhip's ſull of drugs; 
Methinks talſe hearts thould never have found legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'fies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen, 

1 would be good to thee, 

Apem No, III nothing; for if 1 ſhould be brib'd 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou would'ſt fin the falter. Thou giv'ſt fo long, 
Timon, I fear me, thou wilt give away thylelt in pro- 
per ſhortly. What need theſe fealts, pomps, and 
vain- glories ? 

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on ſociety once, I 
am ſworn not to give regard to you, Farewel, and 
come with better mulic. [ Exit, 

Aden 80 thou wilt not hear me now, thou thalt 


In lock thy heaven from thee : [ not then. 


Oh, that mens ears ſhould be 
To counſel deaf, but not to flattery ! LExit. 


ACT I SCENE L 
A public place in the city. 
Enter a Senator, 


Sen, * D late, five thouſand: to Varro and to 
/  Iſdore 

He owes nine thenland, beides my farmer ſum ; 

Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 

Of raging walte ? it cannot hold, it will not. 

If 1 want gold, ſteal bur a beggar's dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold. 

It | would ſell my horſe, and buy ten more 

Better than he ; why, give my horſe to Timon, 

Aſk cothing, give it him, it foals me ſtraight 

Ten able horſes. No porter at his gate, 

But rather one that ſmiles, and i] invites 

Al! that paſs'd by it. it cannot hold; no reaſon 

Can found his ſtate in ſafety. Caphis, hoa l 

Caphis, I fay. 


Enter Caphis. 
Cap. Here, Sir; what is your pleaſure ? 
K 2 
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Sen. Get on your cloak, and haſte you to Lord Ti- 
Importnne him for monies ; be not ceas'd [mon ; 
Wirh (1. ht denial ; nor then ſilene d with - 

* Commend me tn your mier an i the cap 
Playing in the right hand, thus —but tell him, firrab, 
My uſes cry to me, I muit ſerve my turn 

Our of mine own ; his days and times are paſt, 
And my reliance on his fracted dates 

Has ſmit my credit, 1 love and hononr him; 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger, 
immediate are my needs, and my relief 

Muſt not ye toſs'd and turn'd to me in words, 
But find fupply immediate. Get you gone. 

Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, 

A viſage of demand : for 1 do fear, 

When every feather flicks in his own wing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

M ho ſlaſhes now a phœuix. Get you gone, 

Cap. I go, Sir, 

Ser, 1 go, Sir? Take the bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in compt. | 

Cap. | vill, Sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 


SCENE I. Changes to Timon's hall. 
Enter Flavius, with many bills in tis hand, 


Fla. No care, no ſtop ? ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, 
T kat he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of riot? takes no account 
How things go from him, and reſumes no care 
Of what is to continue : never mind 
Was to be ſo unwile, to be fo kind “. 
What ſhall be done? he will not hear, till feel: 
1 muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie. 


* Nothing can be worſe, or more obſcurely expreſſed , and all for 
"the ſake of a wretched thime. To moke it ſenſe and grammar, it 
tho. 1d be ſupplied thus, 

never 


Was [made] to be ſo unwi'e, Cin order] t be % Riad. 
i, e. Nature in order to make a profuſe miad, ne ver before endowed 
any man with ſo large a ſhare of folly. | 
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Enter Caphis, Iſidore, and Varro ®, 


Cap. Good evening, Varro; what, you come for 
Var. 1s't not your buſineſs too? [money ? 
Cap. It is; and your's too, Iſidore? 

Tjid. It is fo. 

Cap. Would we were all diſcharged ! 

Var. | fear it. 

Cap, Here comes the Lord. 


Enter Timon and his train. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
My Alcibiades.—— Well, what's your will? 
[ They preſent their bills. 
Cap. My Lord, here is a note of certain dues, 
Tim Dues? whence are you? 
Cap. Ot Athens here, my Lord, 
Tim. Goto my lieward, 
Cap. Pleaſe it yhur Eordſhip, he hath put me off 
To the iucceſſion of new days this month: 
My maſter is awak d by great occaſion, 
To call upon his own; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you ll ſuir, 
In giving bun his right. 
Tim. Mine hcrelt fiiend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning, 
Cap. Nay. goo my Lord 
Tim. Contain thyic!f, good friend. 
Var. One Varro's ſervant, my good Lord 
Hd. From Ifv'ore, he prays your ſpeedy payment 
Cap. It you did know, my Lord, my malter's wants— 
Var. — — — on forteitu e, my Lord, fix weeks, 
aud 
1jid. Your — puts me off, my Lord, and I 
Am ſeat expr-t>ly to your Lordthip. 
Tim. Give me breath | 
I do beſeech you, good my Lor4s, keep on, 
[ Exeunt Lerds. 
I' wais upon you inſtantly, —— Come hither : 
How goe the wo le, that 1 am thus encouutred 


* The two laſt ac but ſervants to Iſidere and V.rrs, here called by 
nc vom: s 10 ufual among ſervants with one another. 
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Vith clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds, 
Ard the detention of long-ſince-due debts, 
Againſt my honour ? 
Flav. Pleaſe, you, Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs ; 
Your importunity ceaſe till after dinner; 
'That I may make his Lord(hbip underſtand 
W herefore you are not paid. 
Tim. Do ſo, my friends; ſee them well entertain'd. 


[Exit Timon, 
Flav. Pray, draw near, [Exit Flavius, 


180 EN E III. Enter Apemantus and Fool. 


4 Cap Stay, ſtay, here comes the Fool with Apeman 
tus, let's have ſome ſport with em. 
Var Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
Lid. A plague upon him, dog! 
Var. How doſt, Fool ? 
Ape m. Doſt dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Var, 1 ſpeak not to thee. 
Apem, No, tis to thyſelf. Come away. 
1/id. There's the fool hangs on your back already, 
Apem. No, thou ſtand'ſt ſingle. 
Cap. Thou art not on him yet, 
Where's the fool now ? 
Atem. Ile lalt aſk'd the queſtion, Poor rogues' and 
uſurers' men! bawds between gold and want! 
All. What are we, Apemantus ? 
Apem, Alles, 
All. Why? 
Adem That you aſk me what you are, and do not 
know yourſelves. Speak to em, Fool. 
Feol. How do you Gentlemen? 


* Gramercies, good Fool, How does your mi- 
is 
Fool. She's een ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch chickens 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth®, 

Ape m. Geog! gramercy ! 


. A cant rame for a bay Louſe, 1 ſuppoſe from the d;Golitench 
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Enter Page. 


Fool. Look you, here comes my miſtreſs's page. 

Page. Why how now, Captain ? what do you in this 
wiſe company? How doſt thou, Apemantus ? 

Adem. Would 1 had a rod in my mouth, that I 
might anſwer thee profitably. 


Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the ſuperſcrip- 
tion of theſe letters; 1 know not which is which. 

Apem. Canſt not read? 

P aze. No, - 

Apem. There will little learning die then that day 
thou art hang d. This is to Lord I imon, this to Al- 
cibiades. Go, thou wait born a baſtard, and thou'lt 
die a bawd. 

Page. Thou waſt whelp'd a dog, and thou ſhalt fa- 
miſh, a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am gone, [ Exit. 
Apem, Ev'en ſo thou outrunn'ſt grace. 
Fool, I will go with you to Lord Tunon's. 

Fool. M i you leave me there ? 

Aten. If Timon ſtay at home 
Tou three ſerve three uſurers? 

All. 1 would they ſerv d us, 

Apem. So would I— as good a trick as ever hang 
man lerv'd thief. 

Foal. Are you three uſurers* men? 

All. Ay. tool. 


Feel. I think no uſurer but has a fool to his ſervant. 


My miltreſs is one, and i am he: fool: when men come 


to borrow of your malters, they approach ſaaly, aud 
go away merrily; but they enter my uliſtreis s houſe 
merrily, and go away fad. The realon of this? 
Var. 1 could render one. 
Atem. Do it then, that we may ac-ount thee a 


whoremaſter and a knave ; which notwichitanding, 
thou ſhalt be no leſs *iterm's. 


Var. What is a whoremalter, fool? 

Fool. A fool in god clotas, and ſomething like thee, 
"Tis a ſpirit; ſometimes it appears like 4 lora, ſome- 
times like a lawyer, jometimes like a philoſopher, with 
two ſtones more than's aittticiil one. He 1s very often 


like a knight; and geucraily, in all hapes that man 


— 
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goes up and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen, this A 
ſpirit walks in. O! 


Var. Thou art not altogether a fool. 
Fol. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man; as much fool- 
gry as | have, ſo much wit thou lackꝰſt. 


Apem. That anſwer might have become Apemantus. 
All. Aſide, aſide. Here comes Lord Timon, 


Enter Timon and Flavius. 


Adem. Come with me, Fool, come. 
Fool, 1 do not always follow lover, elder brother, 
and woman ; ſometime the philoſopher. 
Flav. Pray you, walk near, I'll peak with you anon. 
[Exeunt Creditors, Apemantus, and F::l. 


Se EN E IV. 


Tim. You make me marvel; wherefore, ere this time, 
Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me? 
That 1 might ſo have rated my expeace, 
As I had leave of means · | 
Flav You would not hear me; 1 
At many leiſures I propos d. | f 
Tim Goto. | ; 
Perchance io: ne ſingle vantages you took, 
V hen my indiſpoſition put you back: ( 
And that unaptneis mace you miuiſter 


wi 4 


Ss. «© +» %* © * k, & 


'1 hus to excule yourtelt. 
Flav, U my good Loid! 
At many tices | brought in my accounts, 
Laid them bef re you; you would throw them off, 
And lay, you found t:em in mine ho.elty. | 
M hen. for tome ti ifling preſent, you have bid me | 
Return io much, I've ſhouk my head. aud wept; 
Yea, 'gainſt th' authority of manners. pray d you 
To hold your han wore clole i did endure 
Not ieldom, nor no ſl ght checks; when I have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your eſtate, 
Alu your teat flow ot debts My dear lov'd Lord, 
Though you her o tor late, yet pow » tine; 
I be greatelt ot you: having lacks a half 
To pay your prelent vebts 
Tim Let. y land ve fold 
Flav. Tu all eng d, Jome forfeited and gone: 
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And what remains will hardly ſtop the month 
Of preſent dues; the future comes apace : 
W hat ſhall defend the interim, and at length 
Hold good our reck ning? 

Tim. | © Lacedzmon did my land extend. 

Flav, O my good Lord, the world is but a word; 
Were it all your's, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone! 

Tim, You tell me true 

Flav. If you ſuſpe& my huſbandry or falſehood, 
Call me before th' exacteſt auditors, 
And ſet me on the proof. So the gods bleſs me, 
When all our offices have been oppreſs'd 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken fpilth of wine; when every room 
« Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minſtrelſy, 
© ] have retired me to a waſteful cock “, 
And ſet mine eyes at flow.“ 

Tim, Pr'ythee no more. 

Flav. Heav'ns ! have I ſaid, the bounty of this Lord! 
How many prodigal bits have flaves and peaſants 
This night englutted ! who now is not Timon's ? 
What heart, head, tword, force, means, but is Lord 

Timon's ? 

Great Timon's, noble, worthy, royal Timon's ? 
Ah! when the means are gone that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is goue wherect this praiſe is made: 
Fealt-won, faſt loſt 3 one cloud of winter ſhowers, 
I heſe flies are couch'd. 

Tim, Come termon me no further, 
No villanous bounty yet hath paſs'd my heart; 
Unwiſely, not ignobly, have | given. 
Why dolt thou weep ? canſt thou the conſcience + lack, 
To think I ſhall lack friends? ſecure thy heart; 
If 1 would broach the veſſels of my love, 
And try the arguments t ot hearts by borrowing, 
Men and mens fortunes could 1 frankly uſe, 
As I can bid thee ſpeak. 


® j e. a cochlaſt, a garret. And a waſteſul cock, Ggnifics a garret 
lying wiſte, negieftcd, put to no uſe, 

t con ience. t faith, 

arguments, for naturts. 
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Flav. Aſſurance bleſs your th ughts! 

Tim And ii tome fort theſe wants of mine are crown'd, 
That | account them bieſſings; for by theſe 
Shall ! try friends, You fh-lI perceive how you 
Miilake my fortunes : in my friends im wealthy. 
 Withia there, ho! Flaminius, Servilius ! 


S CW R V. 
Enter Flaminivs, Servilius, and other ſervants, 


Ser. My Lord, My Lord. 

Tim, 1 will diſpatch you ſev'rally. 
You to Lord Lucius to Lord Lucullus you, I hunt» 
ed with his honour to-day you to Sempronius—— 
commend me to their loves; and | am proud, fay, that 
my occaſions have tound time to ute em toward a ſup- 
ply of money; let the requeſt be fitty talents. 

. Flam. As you have iaid, my Lord. 
Flav. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? hum - 
Tim, Go, you, ir to the Senators; [Te Flavius. 

Of whom, even to the ſtate's beit health, 1 have 

Delerv'd this hearing; bid em fend o' th' initant 

A thouſand talents to me. ; 
Flav. I've been bold, 

(For that i knew it the moſt gen ral way) 

To them to uſe your ſignet and your name: 

But they do ſhake their heads, and 1 am here 

No richer in return. 


Tim. is't true? can t be? 
PF... « -% 


Sends © Trey neee int & joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 
© Do what they would; are forry —— —You are ho- 
nourable 
Bat yet they could have wiſh'd they know not 
Something hath been amis a noble nature 
May catch a wrench —would all were well tis pit y- 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſleful looks, and theſe hard fractions +, 
With certain half caps, and cold moving nods, 
1 hey troze me into ſilence 
' Tim. You gods, reward them ! 
I pr*ythee, man, look cheerly, ** Theſe old fellows 
general, for . 
+ Frattions ; op in ſpeech, 
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% Have their ingratitude in them hereditary * 
Ther blood is cak'd, is cold. it fel 10-1: flows, 

% »Tis lack ct kindly warmth, they are not kind; 

« And nature, as it grows again tow'r earth, 

« Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 

Go to Ventidius pr'ythee be not ſad, 

Thou'rt true and juſt; mgemouſly I ſpeak, 

No blame belongs to thee : ventidius lately 

Bury'd his father. by whoſe death he's ttepp'd 

Into a great eſtate; when he was poor, 

Impriſon d. and in ſcarcity ot friends, 

1 clear'd hi with five talents. (Greet him from me; 

Bid him ſuppole ſome good neceſſity 

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 

Vith thoſe five talents. That had, give't theſe tellows 

To whom tis inſtant due. Ne'er jpeak or think, 

7] hat ! imon's t« rtunes mong his friends can fink. 
Stew, Would 1 could not: that thought is Bounty's 


foe; \ 
Being free itſelf, it thinks all others ſo. 


[ Exeunt, 


e t 
Lacullus's houſe in Athens. 

Flaminius waiting ; enter a Servant to bim. 

Ser. I Have told my Lord of you; he is coming down 
to you, 
Flam. 1 thank you, Sir 
Enter Lucullus. 

Ser, Here's my Lord. 

Lucul, One of Lord imon's men; a gift, I warrant. 
Why, this hits right: I dream d of a filver haſon and 
ewre to-night. Flaminius, honeſt Flaminivs, you are 
very reſpectively welcome, Sir; fill me fore wine, 
And how does that honourable, compleat. free heurted 


ger:tleman of Athens, thy very bountitul good lord and 
malter ? 


_ Flam. His health is well, Sir. 


* bereitary. for by «.4wral conſiitution. But ſ-me diſtewpers of 
natural coultitution beivg called bereautory, he calls theis ingratitude ſo. 
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Lucul- 1 am right glad that his health is well, Sir. 
And * haſt thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fla- 
mimus 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which, 
in my Lord's behalf, I come to intreat your Honour to 
ſupply ; who, having great and inſtant occaſion to uſe 
fifty talents, hath ſent to your Lordſhip to furniſh him, 
nothing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la. Nothing doubting. ſays he? 


Alas, good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis, if he would 


not keep ſo good a houſe. Many a time and often 1 
ha? din'd with him, and told him on't ; and come again 
to ſupper to him, on purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs. 
And yet he would embrace no counſel, toke no warn- 
ing by my coming ; every man hath his fault, and ho- 
neſty is his, I ha” told him on't, but I could never get 
him fcom't. 
Enter a Servant with wine. 


Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the wine. 
Lucul Flaminius, 1 have noted thee always wiſe, 
Here's to thee. | 

Flam. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure. 

Lacul. 1 have obſerv'd thee always for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit. give thee thy due: and one that knows 
what belongs to reaſon ; and canſt uſe the time well, 
if the time uſe thee well. Good parts in thee —— Get 
you gone, firrah. [To the Servant, who goes out.] — 
Draw nearer, honeſt Flaminius, thy Lord's a bountitul 
gentleman, but thou art wite, and thou knoweſt well e- 
nough, (altho' thou comeſt to me), that this is no time 
to lend uw ney etpecially upon bare friendſhip, without 
ſecurity ticre's three ſolidares for thee ; good boy, 
— and iay. thou ſaw ſt me not. Fare thee 
Flan. ls t poſſible the world ſhould fo much differ, 

And we alive that hv'd ? Fly, damned batencſs. 

To him that worſhips thee. [Throwing the money away. 

Lucul Ha! now | ſee thou art a tool, and fit for thy 


matter, [ Exit Lucullus. 
Flam. May theſe add to the number that may icald 
Let molten coin be thy damaation, ſrhee : 
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Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and not himſelf! 
Has friendihip ſuch a faint and wilky heart, 

It turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods! 
1 ſeel my maſter's paſſion. This flave 

Unto this hour has my Lord's meat in him : 
Why thould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poiſon? 

O! may diſeaſes only work upon't : 

And when he's ſick to death, let not that part 
Of nurture my Lord paid for, be of power 

Jo expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour! [ Exit. 


$S CEN E . A public ſtreet. 
Eater Lucius with three Strangers. 


Luc. Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very good 
friend, and an houourable gentleman. 

: Stran, We know him tor no leſs, tho* we are but 
ſtrangers to him. But | can tell you one thing, my 
Lord, and which I hear from common rumors, now 
Lord Timon's happy hours are done and paſt, and his 
eltate ſhrinks from him. 

Luc. Fie, no; do not believe it: he cannot want for 
money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my Lord, that not long 
ago one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to bor- 
row filty talents, nay, urg'd extremely for't, and ſhewed 
what neceſſity belong'd tv't, and yet was deny'd. 

Luc. How ? 

2 Stran, | tel! you, deny'd, my Lord. 


Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that? Now, before the 


gods, I am aiham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man? 
there was very little honour itew'd in that. For my own 
part, | mult needs confeſs, I have received ſome ſmall 
kindneſſes from him, as money, plate, jewels, and ſuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet had he miſ- 
j0ok'd him, and ſent him to me, I ſhould ne'er have 
g<ny'd his occaſion ſo many talents. 


Enter Servilius. 


Ser. See, by gcod hap, yonder's my Lord; 1 have 
ſweat to ſee his honour, ——My honour'd Lord 
vor, VI, L {To Lucius, 


PR 
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Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 
well; commend me to thy honourable virtuous Lord, 
my very exquiſite friend. 

1 May it pleaſe your Honour, my Lord hath 
Fo — 
Luc. Ha! what hath he ſent? I am fo much en- 

dear'd to that Lord; he's ever ſending: how ſhall 1 

thank him, think'ſt thou? and what has he ſent now? 

Ser. H'as only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 
Lord; requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant 
uſe with fifty talents. 

Luc. 1 know his Lordſhip is but merry with me. 

He cannot want fifty times five hundred talents. 

Ser. But, in the mean time, he wants leſs, my Lord. 
If his occaſion were not virtuous “, | 
1 ſhould not urge it half fo faithfully +, 

Luc. Doſt thou ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my foul, *tis true, Sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfourniſh myſelf 
againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha' ſhe wn my- 
ſelf honourable? How unluckily it happ'ned, that 1 
ſhould purchaſe the day before a little dirt, and undo 
a great deal of honour ? Servilius, now before the gods, 
am not able to do— (the more beaſt I, fay)——1 was 
ſending to uſe Lord I imon myſelf, theſe Gentlemen 
can witneſs; but I would not for the wealth of Athens 
I had don't now, Commend me bountifully to his 
good Lordſhip; and I hope his Honour will conceive 
the faireſt of me, becauſe I have no power to be kind. 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of my great- 
eſt afflictions, that I canrot pleaſure ſuch an Honoura- 
ble Gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend me 
ſo far, as to uſe my own words to him ? 

Ser, Yes, Sir, 1 ſhall. [ Exit Servilius, 

Luc. I'll look ye out a good turn, Servilius. 
True, as you ſaid, Timon is ſhrunk, indeed ; 
And he that's once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed, [ Exit. 

1 Stran, Do you obſerve this, Hoſltilius ? 

2 Stran. Ay, too well, 

1 Stran. Why, this is the world's ſoul, 


® virtuors, for » /ahible, preſſing. 
t ſaithfath, pad 
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Of the ſame piece is every flatterer's ſpirit, 
Who can call him his friend 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? for, in my knowing, 
Timon has been to this Lord as a father, 
And kept his credit with his bounteous purſe ; 
Supported his eſtate; nay, timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er driaks, 
But Timon's filver treads upon his lip; 
„% And yet, oh, ſee the monſtrouinels of man, 
« When he looks out in an ungrateful hape! 
He does deny him (in reſpect of his “) 
What charitable mea afford to beggurs. 

3 Stran. Religion grones at it. 

1 Stran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted Timon in my life; 
Nor any of his bounties came o'er me, 
To mark me for his friend. Let I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, illuſtrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, 
I would have put my wealth into partition, 
And the beſt half ſhould have attorn'd to him, 
So much 1 love his heart; but I perceive, 
Men mult learn now with pity to diſpeaſe, 
For policy ſits above conſcience, [Exeunt. 


SCENE HII. Enter a third Servant with Sempronius. 
Sem, Mult he needs trouble me in't? bove all o- 


thers ? ——— 

He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Who he redeem'd iron priton: ail theſe three 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 

Ser. Oh, my Lord, 
They've all been touch'd, and all are found baſe metal; 
For they have all deny'd him, 

Sem. How? deny'd him? 
Ventidius and Lucullus both deny'd him ? 
And does he fend to me? three ! hum 
It ſhews bur little love or judgment ia him. 
Mutt I be his laſt refuge? his friends, like phyſicians, 


i. e. conſidering Timon's claim for what he aſks 
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Try'd, give him over ; muſt I take the cnre 

On me? Has much diſgrac'd me in't; I'm angry. 

He might have known my place; I ſee no ſenſe for't, 

But his occaſions might have wooed me firſt + 

For, in my coaſcience, I was the firſt man 

That e'er received git from him. 

And does he think {5 buckwarcly of me, 

That I'll requite it laſt? no: 

£0 it may prove an argument of laughter 

Ta th reit, and mongi g ords I be thought a fool, 

Iq rw ler than the worth of thrice the ſum, 

Dead {ent to me fh, tut for my mind's ſake : 

Id ach a cournye to have done him good. 

Yut now returns | 

And with their {aint reply this anſwer join: 

Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin, [ Exit. 
Ser, Excellent! your Lordſhip's a goodly villain, 

Te devil knew not what he did, when he made man 

politic ; he croſs'd himſelt by't; and 1 cannot think, 

Lut in the end the policy cf man will ſet himclear 8. 

Tow fairly this Lord ſtrives to appear foul ? takes vir- 

tous copies to be wicked; like thoſe that under hot, 

zricrt zeal would ſet whole realms on fire, Of ſuch a 

nature is Lis politic love. 

This was my Lord's belt hope; now all are fled, 

Save the gods only. Now his friends are dead; 

Peers, that were nc'er acquainted with their wards 

M:ny a bounteous year muſt be employ'd 

Now to guard ſure their maſter, 

And this is all a liberal courſe allows; 

M ho cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his — 

xit. 


SCENE VV. Changes ts Timon: hall. 


Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenſins, Lucius, and other ſer- 
varts of Timon'crediters, aue wait for his coming cut. 


Var, Well met, good morrow, Titus and Hortenſius. 
Tit, The like to you, kind Varro. 


Set lim clear, d es not mean acquit Him before heaven; for then 
tle devil muſi be ſuppoſed 79 know u bat he did, but it ſignifies pus zl 
him, outdo him at his own weapons. | 


980 
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Hor, Lucius, why do we meet together? 
Luc. I think one buſineſs does command us all: 
For mine is money. 


Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 
Euter Philo. 


Luc. And Sir Philo's too. 

Phi. Good day, at once. | 

Luc, Welcome, good brother. What d'you think 
the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. So much? 

Phi. Is not my Lord ſeen yet? 

Luc. Not yet. 

Pi. 1 wonder : he was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 

Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter with him. 
Yon malt conſider that a prodigal's courſe 
Is lis the ſun's, but not like his recoverable, I fear. 
'Tis deepeſt winter ia Lord Timon's purſe ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little, 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit, I'll ſhew you how t'obſerve a ſtrange event. 
Your Lord tends cow for money. 

Hor. True he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait ior money. 

Hor. Againſt my heart 

Luc. How ſtrange it ſhows, 
Timon in this thould pay more than he owes ! 
And een as if your Lord ſhould wear rich jewels, 
And tend for money for em. 

Hor I'm weary of this charge, the gods can witneſs. 
I know my Lord hath ſpent ot Timon's wealth: 
Ingratitu le now makes it worſe than ſtealth. 

Var. Yes, mine's three thouland crowns ; what's 

your's ? 

Lac. Five thouſand, 

Var. 'Tis much too deep; and it ſhould ſeem, by th' 
Your maſter's confilence * was above mine, Lſum, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall'd. 


lay on the word confidence. 
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Enter Flaminiss. 


Tit, One of Lord Timon's men. 
Luc. Flaminius ! Sir, a word, Pray, is my Lord 


Ready to come forth ? 


Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his Lordikip; pray ſigniſy ſo much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are too 
diligent, 


Euter Flavius in a cloak ui ed. 


Luc. Ha! is not that his ſteward mufſled ſo? 


Ile goes away in a cloud: call him, call him. 


Tit. Do you hear, Sir. 
Var, By your leave, Sir. | 
Flay. What do you atk of me, my friend ? 
Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sir. 
Flay. If money were as certain as your waiting, 
"T were ſure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſums and bills 
When your falſe mallers eat of my Lord's neat? 
Then they would ſmile and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down th' intereſt in their glutt'nous maws. 
You do yourſelves but wrong to [tir we up, 
Let me pals quietly, 
Believe't, my Lord, ard 1 have made an end; 
I have no more to reckon, he to ſpeud. 
Tuc. Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 
Flav. If 'twill not ferve, *tis not fo bale as you: 
For you ſerve knaves. | LExit. 
Var. How! what does his caſhier d Worſhip mutter? 
Tit. No matter, what — he's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough. Who can ſpeak broader than he that 
has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rail againſt 
great builuings, 


E nter Servilius. 


Tit. Oh, here's Servilius ; now we ſhall have ſome 
anlwer, 

Ser. if I might beſeech you, Gentlemen, to repair 
ſome other hour, 1 ſhould derive much from it, For 
take it of my ſoul, | 
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My Lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent. 


His com'ortable temper has tor ook him, 


He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 
Luc. Many do keep their chainbers, are not lick: 
And if he be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way tothe gods. 
Ser. Good gods ! 
Tit. We cannot take this ſor an anſwer, 
Flam, [within] Servilius, help ——my Lord ! my 
Lord ! | 


SCENE V. Enter Timon in a rage. 


Tin, What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſ- 
Have I been ever tree, and mult my Hbuie [ tage 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 

The place which I have fealted, does it now, 
Like all m:inkind, fſhew ine an iron heart? 

Luc, Put in now, Titus. 

Tit. My Lord, here's my bill. 

Luc. tlere's mine. 

Var. And mine, my Lord. 

Cap. And ours, my Lord 

Fhi. And our bills. 

Tim, Knock me down with 'em—cleave me to the 
girdle, 

Luc. Alas! my Lord. 

Tin. Cut ont my heart in ſums, 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Five thouſand crowns, my Lord. 

Tim Five thouicnt drops pay that: 

What's your's —— und your's ; 

Var. My Lord 

Cap. My Lord -——— | 

Tim. Here Wear me, take me, and the gods fall on 

you, [E xz, 

Her. Faith. I perceive our maſters my throw their 
caps at their mne. Thee debis may be well call'd 
deiperate ones, for a madman owes em. LExeunt. 
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Ne- enter Timon aud Flavius. 


Tim. They have een put my breath from me, the 
ſlaves. Creditors ! devils. 
Flav. My dear Lord. 
Tims What if it ſhould be fo ? —_ 
Flav. My dear Lord. Ry 
Tim, I'li have it fo My lleward! 
Flav. Here. my Lord. 
Tim. So filly ! ——Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Luculſus, and Sempronius, All, — 
F'il once more teait The raſcals. ; 
Flav. O my Lord! 
You only ſpeak from your diſtracted ſoul ; 
There's not fo much left as to furnith out 
A moderate table. 
Tim. Be it not thy care, 
Go, and invite them all, let in the tide 
Of knaves once more: my cook and I'll provide. 
[Exenurt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the ſenate-houſe. 
Senator and Alcibiades. 


1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to't, the fault's 
"Tis neceſſity he ſhould die. {tluoy ; 
Nothing emboldens fia fo much as mercy, 

2 Ser. Moſt true; the law thall bruiſe him. 

Alc. Healch, honour, and compaliion to the ſenate ! 

1 Sen, Now, Captain. 

Alc. I am humble ſuitor to your virtues : 

For pity is the virtue of the law. 

And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. 

It pleatcs time and fortune to he heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that without heed do plunge into't. 
He is a man, ſetting this fault aſide, 

Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault ; 
Nor did he foil the fact with cowardice, 

But with a no le fury, and fair ſpirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 
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He did oppoſe his foe: 
And with ſuch wher and unnoted “ pation 
He did behave + his anger ere twas ſpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an rg ny 

1 Seu. Yeu undergo to 0 K ict 4a 1 
Striving to make an ugly decd look i. 
Your words have took iuch pains, as 1 they labour'd 
1% bring manſlaughter imo ferm, * ſet quarrelling 
„ Upon the head of vlour ; which, indeed, 
is valour miſbegot, and came into the world 
„hen {e&s and ſaQtions were but u excly born.“ 
He's truly valiaut that can wilcly fuller 
The worlt that man can breathe, and make h's w wrongs 
His outſide wear; hang like his raiment, careletsly : 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
H wrongs be evils, and inforce us kill, 
What tolly tis to hazard lite for ill? 

Alc. My Lord, 

1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear; 
It is not valour to revenge, but bear. 

Alc. My Lords then, under favour, pardon me, 
It 1 ſpeak like a captain. 
Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 
And not endure all threat'nings, fl:ep upou't, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? But if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, ſure women are more valiant 
1 har ſtay at home, if bearing carry it; 
The als, more than the lyon; and the fellow 
Loaden with irons wiſer than the judge; 
It wiidom be in ſuff ring. Oh, my Lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: 
Who cannot condemn rathne's in cold blool ? 

20 Kill, I grant, is lin's extremelt gull 4. 
hut iu detence, ———by mercy bl tis made juſt. 
To be in anger is unpiety : 


* unntcd, for common, byunlel, 
+ behave, for curb, Manage. 
i guſt, for aygravulin. 
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But who is man that is not angry ? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen, You breath in vain. 

Alc. In vaia :; this ſervice done 
At Lacedemon, and Eyzantium, 

Were a ſullicienat briber tor his lite, 

1 Sen. What's that? 

Alc. I fay, my or ds, h'as done fair ſervice, 
And ſlain in batile many of your enemies. 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf 
In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 

2 Sen, He has made too much plenty with em, 
He's a {woln rioter; he has a ſia 
That ofien drowns him, and takes valour priſoner, 
Were there no foes, that were enough alone 
Jo overcome him. lu that bealtly tury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 

And cheriſh factions“ . Tis inferr'd to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen, He dies. 

Alc. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 

My Lords, if not for any parts in him, . 
(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none), yet more to move you, 
Take my deſerts to his, and join em both, 

And, for I know, your reverend ages love 

Security, I'll pawn my victories, 

My honours to you, on his good returns, 

If by this crine he owes the law his life, 

Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore 

For law is ſtrict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen, We are for law, he dies, urge it no more, 
On height of our diſpieaſwre. Friend, or brother, 
He forteits his 6wn blood, that ſpills another. 

Ale Maſt it be fo? it mit not be. 

My Lords, I do beſeech you, know me, 

2 Sen, How? 

Alc. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. * 2822 


Alc, 1 cannot think but your age hath forgot me; 
® fattions, fur tumalts, 
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It could not elſe be, 1 ſhould prove fo baſe “, 
To ſue, and be deny d ſuch common grace, 
My wounds ake at you. 

1 Sen, Do you dare our anger ? 
Tis in few words, but ſpacious in eſſect; 


We bauiſh thee for ever. 


Alc. Baniſh me ! 
Baniſh your dotage, baniſh uſury, 
That make the ſenate ugly. 
1 Sen, If, after two days ſhine, Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And (now to ſwell your ſpirit) 
He ſhall be executed preſently. [ Exeunt, 
Alc. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I'm worſe than mad : 1 have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and ler out 
Their coin upon large intereſt; I myſelf 
Rich only in large hurts, All thoſe for this ? 
Is this the balſam that the uſuring ſenate 
Pours into captains wounds? Ha! baniſhment ? 
It comes not ill: I hate not to be baniſh'd; 
It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 
That 1 may ſtrike at Athens, I'll cheer up 
My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts, 
'Tis honour with molt hands to be at odds: 
Soldiers as little thould brook wrongs as gods. [Exit, 


SCENE VII. Changes to Timon's houſe, 
Enter divers Senators at ſeveral doors, 


1 Ser. The good time of the day to you, Sir, 

2 Sen. I alſo wiſh it to you. I think this Honourable 
Lord did but try us this other Cay. 

1 Sex: Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encountered. I hope it is not fo low with him, as ke 
made it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. 

2 Sen. It ſhould not be by the perſuaſion of his new 
ſeaſting. 

1 Sen. I ſhould think ſo: he hath ſent me an earneſt 
inviting, which many my near occaſions did urge me to 
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put off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 
1 muit needs appear. 

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my importu- 
nate buſineſs; but he would not hear my excuſe. Iam 
ſorry, when he feat to borrow of me, that my provi- 

was out, 
1 Sen, I am ſick of that grief too, as I un derſtand 
dw all things go. 

2 Sen, Fv'ry man here's ſo. What would he have 
borrowed of you? 

1 Sen. A thouſand pieces, 

2 Sen. A thouſand pieces! 

1 Sen. What of you? 


3 Sen. He ſent to me, Sir——Here he comes, 


Enter Timon and attendants. 
Tim. Wich all my heart, Gentlemen both —an4 


how fare you ? 

1 Sen. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2 Sen, The {ſwallow follows not ſummer more willing- 
ly, than we your Lordthip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: ſuch ſum- 
mer-birds are men —— Gentlemen, our dinner will 
nut recompenſe this long lay : feat your ears with the 
muſic a while; if they will fare fo harthly as on the 
trumpet's found : we ſhall to't preſently. 

i Sen. I hope it remains nat unkindly with your Lord- 
ſip, that I return'd you aa empty meſſenger. 

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Sen, My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah, my good ir.cad, what cheer ? 

[The banquet brought in. 

2 Sen. Mot Honourable Lor, I'm e'en ſick of thame, 
that when your Lordihip r'other day ſent to me, I was 
ſo untortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think nut on't, Sir. 

2 Sen. If you had ſent but two hours beforepyao “ — 

Tim, Let it not cumber your better rem:mbrance., 
Come, bring ia all together. 

2 Sen, All cover'd diſhes! 

1 Sen. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 
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3 Sen. Doubt not that, if money and the ſeaſon can 


yield it, 


1 Sen. How do you ? what's the news ? 

2 Sen, Alcibiades is baniſh d: hear you of it? 

Beth. Alcibiades banith'd ! 

3 Sen, 'Tis ſo, be ſure of it. 

1 Sen, How? how? 

2 Sen, | pray you upon what ? 

Tim, My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

3 Sen. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaſt 
toward. 

2 Sen. This is the old man ſtill. 

3 Sen. Will't hold? will't hold? 

2 Sen. It does, but time will, and ſo 

3 Sen. I do conceive. 

Tim, Each man to his ſtocl, with that ſpur as he 
would to the lip of his miſtreſs : your diet hall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city-tcaſt of it, to let the 
meat cool e er we can agree upon the firlt place. Sit, fir, 

The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefattors, ſprinkle our ſociety with thankſul- 
neſs. For your own gifts mate yourſelves prais'd ; but re- 
ſerve flill to give, left your deities be deſpiſed» Lend to 
each man enough, that one need net lend to antther. For 
were your godheads to berreau of men, men would forſake 
the gods. Make the meat helswed, more than the man iat 
gives it. Let no aſſembiy of txventy be without 4 ſeore of 
villains, If there fit twelve women at a table, let a dozen 
of them be as they are The ref! of your foes, O gods, the 
Senators of Athens, together with the common lag of pechle, 
what is amiſs in them, you gods, mate ſuitable for deſtruc- 
tion. For theſe my friends —as they are ts me nothing, e 
in nothing bleſs them, and to nothing are they welcome, 
Uncover, «logs, and lap. | | 

Some peak. What does his Lordſhip mean? 

Some other. | know not. 

Tim. May you a hetter feaſt never behold. 

You knot of mouth-friends ! ſmoak and lukewarm wa- 
Is your perfection . This is Timon's laſt ; [ter 
Who ſtuck and ipangled with your flatteries, 
Waſhes them off, and ſpr inkles in your taces . 
* perfeflion, for exalt, or ferfett likeneſs. 
Vor. VI. M 
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Your reaking villany. Live loth'd, and long, 

Moſt ſmiling ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, 

Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 

Cap-and-knee ſlaves, vapours and minute-jacks; 

Of man and beaſt the infinite malady 

Cruſt you quite o'er ! What, doſt thou go? 

Soft, take thy phyſic firſi thou too and thou 
[Throwing the diſhes at them, and drives em out. 

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. 

What! all in motion? henceforth be no teaſt, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueſt. 

Burn houſe, ſink Athens, henceforth hated be 

Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! Exit. 


Re-enter the Senators. 


1 Sen, How now, my Lords ? 
2 Sen. Know you the quality of Lord Timon's fury! 
3 Sen. Pſha ! did you ſee my cap? | 
4 Sen Ive loſt my gown. X 
1 Sen He's but a mad Lord, and nought but hu- 
mour ſways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, 
and now he has beat it out of my cap. Did you ſe 
my jevel? | 
2 Sen, Did you ſee my cap? 
3 Sen. Here — | 
Sen. Here lies my gown: 
7 Sen. Let's make no ſtay. 
2 Sen. Lord T'mon's mad. 
3 Sen. | feel't upon my bones. 
4 Sen. One day he gives us diamonds, next day tones, 
[ Exeunt, 


A C T Iv. $ CERENSE 0 
Without the walis of Athens, 
Enter Timon, 
1 FT me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 


A d ce not Athens! Matrons turn incontinent ; 
* Obedience fail in children; flaves and tools 


That girdleſt in thoſe wolves ! dive in the earth, 
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« Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And minilter in their leads: to general filth 

© Convert o' th' inftant green virginity ! 

« Do't in your parents eyes. Bankrupts hold faſt ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſters' throats. Bound ſervants, ſteal; 
* Large-handed robbers your grave maſters are 

« And pill by law. Maid, to thy maſter's bed; 
Thy miſtreſs is o' th' brothel. Son of fixteen, 

« Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
And with it beat his brains out! Fear and piety, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 

* Domeſtic awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, 

« Inſtruction, manners, miſteries, and trades, 
Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms, and laws, 

* Decline to your confounding contraries ! 
And yet confuſion live Plagues, incident to men, 
* Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for ſtroke ! Thou cold Sciatica, 
* Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 

* As lamely as their manners. Loſt and liberty 

© Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 
That gainſt the ſtream of virtue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in riot! liches, blains, 

* Sow all the Athenian boſoms, and their crop 

Be general leproſy ! Breath inſect breath, 

That their ſociety (as their friend{bip) may 

* Be merely poiſon! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou town deteſtable !” 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns : 
imon will to the woods, where be Hall find 

Th' unkindeſt beaſt much kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all) 
Th' Athenians both within and out that wall; 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low! [Ex. 


SCENE Il. Changes to Timon's houſe, 
Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 


1 Ser, Hear you, good maſter ſteward, where's our 
41s we undone, calt off, nothing remaining? [malter ? 
M 2 
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Flay Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay to you ? 
Let me be iecorde't by the righteous gods, 
I am as phor us you. 
1 Ser. Such a houſe broke! 
So noble a maſter fall'n! all gone! and not 
One friend to tak: his tortune by the arm, 
And go along with him? 
2 Ser, As we do turn our backs 
From our companion thrown into his 
So bis fami'iars trom his buried tor tunes 
Slink all away; leave their falle vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick'd ; and his poor ſelf, 
dedicated beggar to the air c 
With his diſeaſe of all-Ilhunn d poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone — More of our fellows. 


Enter other Servants. 


Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe ! 

3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear timon's livery, 
That fee I by our faces; we are fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in forrow. Leak'd is our bark, 
And we poor mates ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat. We mult all part 
Into the tea of air, 

Flav. Good fellows all, 
The lateit of my wealth I'll ſhare amongſt you. 
Where-ever we thall meet, for Tunon s take, 
Let's yet be fellows: thake our heads, and ſay, 
(As *twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes, ) 
We have ſeen better days, Let each take ſome ; 
Nay, put out all your hands; not one word more, 
Ius part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 

| [ He gives them money; they embrace, and part 

everal ways. 

Oh, the firſt wieichednels that glory brings us! 
Who would not with to be trom wealth exempr, 
Since riches point to miſery and contempt ? | 
Wou d be fo mock'd with glory, as to live 
But iu a dream of trieadſhip ; 
To have his pomp, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But only painted, like his varniſh'd friends ! 
Poor hone Lord! brought low by his own heart, 
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Undone by goodneſs : ſtrange unuſual blood, 


When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good. 
Who then dares to be half fo kind again? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does (till mar men, 
My dearelt Lord, bleſs'd to be moſt accurs'd, 
Rich only to be wretched, thy great fortunes 


Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind Lord! 


He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat 

Of monſtrous friends. Nor has he with him to 
Supply his lite, or that which can command it: 

II follow, and inquire him out. 

ever ſerve his mind with iy beſt will; 

Whillt 1 have gold, III be his ſteward ſtill, LEx:2, 


SCENE III. The woods, 


Euter Timon. : 


Tim. O bleſſing- breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy ſiſter's orb 
te Inſect the air! Iwinn'd brothers of one womb, 
© Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
„ Scarce is dividant, touch with ſeveral fortunes. 
«© The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not ev'n nature, 
„To whom all fores lay ſiege, can bear great fortune 
« But by contempt of nature. 
* Raiſe me this beggar, and denude that Lord, 
„Ihe ſenator ſhall bear contempt kerelitary, 
„The beggar native honour : 
* It is the palture lards the wedder's ſides, 
« The want that makes him lean, Who dares, who 
% In puriiy of manhood itand upright, [ dares,. 
% And lay this man's a flatterer? If one be, 
« Soare they all; for every greeze of fortune 
* Is imooth d by that below. The learned pate 
* Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique ; 
«© There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
„% Bur direct villany.” I hen be abhorr'd 
All feaits, ſocieties, and throngs of men? 
His ſem lable, yea himielt, Timon diſdains, —— 
Deitruction phang mankind ! Earth, y-eld me roots! 
(Digging the earth, 
* Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſauce his palate 
M 3 | 


. A ne Deen hm oct cad 


a” * A 


n 


140 Ton :f Athens, Act 4. 


* With thy moſt operant poiſon !—— What is here? 

Gold? yellow. glittering, precious gold? 

* No, gods, I am no idle votarilt, ' 

* Ronts, you clear heav'ns! thus much of this will make 

« Black, white; foul, fair; wrong, right; 

„ Baſe, noble; old, young; coward, valiant.” 

You gods! why this? what this? you gods! why, this 

Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your fides : 

Pluck ſtout mens pillows from below theic heads. 

This yellow ſlave 

Will knit and break religions; bleſs th' accurs'd; 

Make the hoar leproſy ador'd ; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With ſenators on the bench : this is it 

That makes the waped widow wed again ; 

She whom the ſpittle-houſe and ulcerous ſores 

Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 

To th' April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ſt odds 

Among the root of nations, I will make thee 

* Do thy right nature. [March afar f.] Ha, 
a drum ? thou'rt quick.” 

But yet I'll bury thee——thov'lt go, (ſtrong thief), 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand. . 

Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt, [Keeping ſome gold, 


S ST HS & 5 


Enter Alcibiades with drum and fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrynia and Timandra, 


Alc What art thou there? ſpeak, | 
Tim A beait, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy heart 
For thewing me again the eyes of man! 
Alc. What is thy name:? is man fo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man ? 
Tim | am Miſanthropos, and hate mankind, 
For thy part, I do with thou wert a dog, 
That 1 might love thee ſomething, 
Alc. I know thee well: 
Bat in thy fortunes am ualearn'd and ſtrange. [thee, 
Tim, 1 know thee too, and more than that I know 
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1 not deſire to know, Follow thy drum, 

« With man's blood paint the ground; gules, gules ;—- 
% Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 

„% Then what ſhould war be? this fell whore of thice 
% Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 

* For all her cherubin-look, 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim, | will not kiſs thee, then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alc. How came the Noble Timon to this change ? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew | could not, like the moon; 

There were no ſuns to borrow of. 

Alc. Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I do thee ? 

Tim, None, bat to maintain my opinion. 

Alc. What is it, Timon? 

Tin. Promiſe me friendſhip, but perform none. If 
thou wilt not promite, the gods plague thee, for thoa 
art a man: if thou doſt perfor:n, confound thee, fer 
thou art a man ! 

Alc. I've heard in ſome fort of thy miſeries. 

Tim. I hou ſaw'ſt them when i had proſperity. 

Alc: 1 fee them now, then was a bleſſed time. 

Tim, As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timan, Is this th' Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd fo regardtully ? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra? 

Timan, Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore ſtill: they love thee not that uſe 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt : [thee: 
Make uſe of thy ſalt hours, ſeaſon the ſlaves 
For tubs and baths, bring dowa the roſe-cheek'd youth 
Jo th' tub-ſaſt, and the diet. 

Timan. Hang thee, monſter ! 

Alc. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his wits 
Are crown'd and loſt in his calamities. 

I bave but little gold of late, brave Timon, 

The want whereof doth daily make revolt 

In my penurious band, | heard and griev'd, 

How curled Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
But tor thy iword and fortune, trod upon them 
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Tim, I priythee beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. | am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doit thou pity him whom thou doſt trouble: 
ad rather be alone. 
Alec. Why, fare thee well, 
Here's gold for thee. 
Zim. Keep it, I car not eat it, 
Als. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap ——- 
Tim. Warr'ſt thou gainſt Athens? 
Alc. Ay, Timon, and have cauſe. 
Tim. The gods contound them all then in thy con- 
neſt, 
And, * thee, when thou haſt conquered ! 
Alc Why me, Timon? 
Tim, That by killing of villains 
Thou waſt born to conquer my country. 
Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, go on; 
* Beas a planetary plague, when Jove 
V ill o'er ſome high-vic'd city hang his poiſon. 
In the ſick air: let not thy ſword ſkip one, 
* Pity not honour'd age tor his white beard, 
He is an uſurer. Strike me the matron, 
© It is her habit only that is honeſt, 
« Herſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make toit thy trenchant ſword; for thoſe milk paps, 
That through the window- lawn bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ; 
Set them down borrible traitors. Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from tools extort their mercy ; 
Think it a Laſtard, whom the oracle 
Hath Joubttully pronuunc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it 1ans remorſe Swear againſt objects, 
Put aru our on thine ears, and one thine eyes 


Nor fight of prieſt in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall picrce a jot There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. 
Make 1:-rge coutufion ; and, thy fury ſpeut, 
Confounded be thylelf Speak not, be gone. 

Alc Helt thou gold yet? 

I'll take the gold thou yiv it me, not thy counſel. 

o_ Dolit thou, or doit thou not, heav'n's curſe up- 
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Both. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: haſt thou 

more ? 

Tim. Enough to mike a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whole 4 bawd. Hold up, vou flats, 
Your aprons mountant; you're not oathable, 
Alrhough I know you'll ſwear; terribly ſwear, 

Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heav 'nly agues, 
The immortal gods that hear you. Spare yoar oaths : 
I'll truſt to your conditions, be whores (till, 
And he whole pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up. 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoak, 
And be no tura- coats: yet may your pains fix months 
Be quite contrary, Make falſe hair, and thatch 
Your poor thin roofs with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd, no matter ) 
Wear them, betray with them; and whore on {till : 
Paint till a horſe may mire upon your ſace 
A pox of wrinkles ! 
Both. Well, more gold what then? 
Believe that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Conſumption ſow 
Iu hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 

And mar mens ſpurring. * Crack the lawyer's voice, 

„% That he may never more falſe title plead, | 

% Nor ſound his quillets ſhrilly. Hoar the flamen, 

* That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 

* And not believes himſeif. Down with the noſe, 

«© Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 

„Of him, that, his particular to foretend, 

1 Smells from the general weal, Make curl'd-pate 
ruſtams bald, 

+ And let the unſcar'd braggarts of the war 

% Derive ſome pain from you. Plague all; 

That your activity may deſeat and quell 

The ſource of all erection. There's more gold. 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, | 

And ditches grave you all! 

Bath. More counlel with more money, bounteous TI 

mon. | 

Tim, More whore, more miſchief firſt ; I've given 

you earuclt, 
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Alc. Strike up the drum tow'rds Athens; farewell, 
If I thrive well, I'll viſit thee again. [ Timon : 

Tim If 1 hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 

Ale. 1 never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'it well of me. 

Alc. Call'ſt thou that harm? 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Ac. We but offend him: ſtrike. 


[Exeurt Alcibiad. Phryn, and Timand- 
SC EN E V. 


Tim. That nature being ſick of man's nnkindneſs, 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou 
* Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite brea ſt 
* Teems, and feeds all; oh thou! whoſe felſ- ſame 


mettle 
arrogant man, is puff d) 


« (Whereof thy proud child, 
* Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

* The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm; 
With all th' abhorred births below cript heav'n, 

* Whereon Hyperion's quick'ning fire doth ſhine ; 

« Yield him, who all thy human ſons does hate, 

« From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root 

« Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb ; 

Let it no more bring out to ingrateful man. 

* Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves, and bears, 
* Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward-face * 
* Hath to the marbled manſion all above 

« Never preſented O, a root——dear thanks! 

Dry up thy harrow'd veins, and plough-torn leas, 

« Whereot ingrateſul man with liqu'riſh draughts 
and morſels unctious, greaſes his pure mind, 

* 'T bat from it all conſideration flips, ——— 


SCENE VI, 


Euter Apemantus. 


More man ? plague ! plague! 
Apem | was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 


* upward-ſace, for ſur ſace. 
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Tim. 'Tis then becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate ; conſumption catch thee! 
Apem. ** This is in thee a nature but affeQed, 
« A poor unmanly melanch ly, iprung 
« From change of fortune. Why this ſpade ? this place? 
„ This flave-like habit, and theſe looks of care? 
«« Thy flatt'rers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 
ug their diſeas'd “ perfumes, and have forgot 
„hat ever Timon was. Shame not theſe weeds, 
«« By putting on the cunning of a carper, 
« Be thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrive 
% By that which has undone thee; hinge thy knee, 
« And let his very breath whom thou'lt obſerve, 
«+ Blow off thy cap; praiſe his molt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent. Thou waſt told thus: 
Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like tapliers, that bid welcome 
To knaves, and all approachers : 'tis moſt juſt 
That thou turn raſcal : hadſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould have't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 
Tim. Were | like thee, Id throw away myſelt. 
Apem. Thou'ſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thyſelf, 
So long a madman, now a fool. What, think ſt thou, 
* That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy thirt on warm? will theſe moſs'd trees, 
© That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And ſkip when thou point'it out? will the cold brook, 
* Candied with ice, caw3le thy morning - taſte 
To cure thy o'er-night's ſurfeit ? Call the 
« Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 
To the confi.ting elements expos d, 
Anſwer mere nature; bid them flatter thee ; 
« Oh! thou ſhalt find | 
Tim. A fool of thee ; depart. 
Adem. I love thee better now than e'cr l did, 
Tim. | hate thee worie. 
Apem. Why ? 
Tim Thou flatt'reſt miſery. | 
Apem. 1 flatter not; but ſay thou art a caitiff. 
Tim. Why dolt thou ſeek me out? 
Apem. To vex thee, 


* dijeai'd, for cauſing diſeaſes, 
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Tim Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Do'ſt pleaſe thyſelf in't? 
Apem. Ay. | 
Tim What a knave thou 
Adem. lf thou didſt put this four cold habit on 
% To caſtigate thy pride, twere well; but thou 
„ Doſt it inforcedly : thou'dit courtier be, 
% Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery 
Outſtrips uncertain pomp; is crown'd betore it : 
The one is filling ſtill, never compleat ; 
The other, at high with : belt Rates, contentleſs, 
Have a diſtracted and moſt wretched being; 
Worſe than the worſt, content. 
Thou ſhouldſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a ſlave, whom Portune's tender arm 
With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog“. 
Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath proceeded 
Through ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 
To ſuch as may the poſſive drugs of it 
Freely command; thou wouldſt have plung'd thyſelf 
In general riot, melted down thy youth 
In different beds of luſt, and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of reſpect, but followed 
The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf, 
M ho had the world as my confectionary, 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employments ; 
That numberleſs upon me iiuck, as leaves 
« Po on the oak; yet with one winter's bruſh 
« FalÞn from their boughs, have left me open, bare 
For every orm that blows; I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burthen. 
A hy natwie did commence in ſuff 'rance, time 
* Hath made thee bard int. Why ſhouldſt thou hate 
men? 
They never flatter d thee. What haſt thou given ? 
© it thou wilt curſe, thy tather, that poor rag, 
, Muſt be thy ſulject: who in ſpight put ſtuff 
Io ſome ſhe-beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue heievitary, Hence! begone 


® Alluding to the word (ui, of which ſet Apemantus was, 
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if thou hadſt not been born the worſt ® of men, 
Thou hadſt been knave and flatterer, 
Apem Art thou proud yet ? 
Tim. Ay, that | am not thee. 
Apem. |, that I was no prodigal. 
| Tim l, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealth I have ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it Get thee gone. 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would | eat it f. [ *ating @ root, 

Apem What wouldſt thou have to Athens ? 

Tim Thee thither in a whirlwindz if thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold; look, fol have. 

Apem. Here is no ule for gold. 

Tim. The beit and trueſt; 

For here it fleeps, and does no hire] harm, 
Apem. Where ly it o nights, Timon? 
Tim Under that's above me. 

Where feed ſt thou 0%ays, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Where my ſtomach fiads meat, or rather 
where | eat it. 

Tu. Would poiſon were obe dient. and knew my mind! 

Atem. Where would'it thou lend it? 

Tim, To ſauce thy diſhes. 

Apem. Ihe middle of humanity thou never kneweſt, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou wait in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock d thee for too nueh 
curioſity 4; in thy rags thou knoweit noue, but art de- 
ſpi· d for the contrary, | Waat things in the world 
canſt thou neareſt „ to thy flatterers ? 


If not, I would —— _ 
Apem. What would it, Ce. 
e 

—— the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, cat it, 
I On what | hate I feed not. 
2 . | 
im. Ay, though it Adem 
Vor. VI. N 
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Tim. Women neareſt; but men, men, are the things 
themſelves. M hat wouldſt thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

Apem Gave it the beaſts to be rid of the men 

Tim. Wouldſt thou have thy felt fall in the confuſion 
of men, or remain a beaſt with the beaſts? 

Apem. Ay, Timon 

Tim. * A bealtly ambition, which the gods grant thee 
© to attain to! If thou wert a lion, the fox would be- 
* guile thee z if thou wert a lamb, the fox would eat 
© thee ; it thou wert the fox the lion would ſuipeR thee, 
* when, peradventure, thou vert accus'd by the aſs; if 
* thou wert the als, thy dulneſs would torment thee; 
© and ſtill thouꝰ dſt live but as a breaklait to the wolf, 
© If thou wer: the wolf, thy greedineſs would afſſict 
* thee; and oft thou ſhoulaſt hazard thy life for thy din- 
ner. Wert thou the unicorn “, pride and wrath would 
© conſound thee, and n ake thine own ſelf the conqueſt 
© of thy fury Wert thou a bear, thou wouldſt be 
4 kill'd by the horſe; wert thou a horſe, thou wouldſt 
© be ſeiz'd by the leopard; wert thou a leopard, thou 
© wert german to the lion, and the ipots of thy kindred 
© were jurors on thy life. All thy ſaſety were remo- 
tion, and thy defence abſence, What beaſt couldſt 
thou be, that were not ſubject to a beaſt; and What 
© a beaſt art thou already, and ſeeſt not thy loſs in 
© transformation !* 

Apem. If thou couldſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to me, 
thou might'ſt have hit upon it here. The common- 
wealth of Athens is become a foreſt of beatts. 


Atem. An' th' hadſti hated medlars ſooner, thou ſhoulift have lo- 
ved thyſclf better now. W het man cidit thou ever know unthrift, 
that was beloved after his means ? 

Tim Who, without theſe mans thou talk'ſt of, didil thou ever 
know beloved! | 

 Apem. Myſelf. 
Tm. I underftand thee, thou hadſt ſome means to keep a dog. 
Apem. What things, &c. | 


Ine account given of the unicorn is this: That he ard the lion 
being enemies by nature, as ſoon as the lion ſers the unicorn, he be- 
takes himſelt to a tree, The unicorn, in bis fury, and with all the 
ſu ittneſs of his -ourſe, running at him, ſticks bis horn faſt in the trec, 
and then the lion falls upon him and kills him, Geſrer Lift. a 
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Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the city ? 

Aen. Vonder comes a poet and a painter. The 
plague of company li cht upon thee! 1 will fear to catch 
it, ind give way. When I know not what elſe ro do, 
I'll ſee thee again 

Tim When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
ſhalt be welcome 
] had rather be a beggar's dog, than Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap * of all the fools alive. 

Tin, Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon. 
A plague on thee ! 

Apem, Thou art too bad to carſe. | 

Tim. All villains that do ſtand by thee are pure. 

Apem. There is no leproſy but what thou ſpeak'ſt. 

Tin. If I name thee I ll beat thee; but I ſhould 
infect my hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive. 

I ſwoon to ſee thee. 

Apem. Would thou wouldſt burſt ! 7 

Tim. Away thou tedious rogue, I am forry I ſhall 
loſe a ſtone by thee. or 

Apem Bealt ! 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem, Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue ! rogue! rogue! 

[ Apem. retreats hachauard. as goings 
I am fick of this falſe world and will love nought 
But ev'n the mere neceſlities upon it. 
T hen, 1imon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave-ſtone daily; make thine epitaph ; 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[ Looking on the geld. 

* *Twixt natural ſon and fire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed! thou valiant Mars! 
Thou ever young, freth, lov'd, and delicate wooer,. 
* Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow, 


® +, e. the property, 3 
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* That bes on Dian's lap ! thou viſible God, « * 
* That fculdreſt cloſe impoſſibilities, « * 
And wak'lt them kiſs ! that ſpeak ſt with ev'ry tongue, « ] 


To every purpoſe! oh. thou touch of hearts! 
* Think thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
* Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 


* May have the world in empire.” Yo 
Atem. Would 'twere fo. Ti 
But not till I am dead ! I'll ſ:y thou haſt gold. ; « 

Thou wilt be throng d to ſhortly, 6. 
Tim. Throng'd to? 7 
Aten Ay. * 
Tim. I hy back I pr'ythee. —— «| 
Hpem. Live, and love thy mitery ! « | 
Tim. Long live ſo, and ſo die! I am quit, « | 
Adem. Mo things like men Eat, I imon, and ab- « ] 
hor therm. [Exit. Apem. « ] 
SCENE vn. Enter Thieves. . 2 
1 Thief. Where ſhould be have this gold ! It is ſome = 4 
poor fragment, ſome flender ort of his remainder : the 24 
mere want of gold, and the falling off of friends drove * 
bim into this melancholy. 2 
2 Thief. It is nois'd he hath a maſs of treaſure. b 
3 Thief Let us make the afſiy upon him; if he care 2 
not for't, he will ſupply us eaſily: if he cavetouſly re- 29 
ſerve it, how ſhall's get it? Roh 
2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him; tis All 
hid. Bre: 
1 Thief. Is not this he? | But 
All. Where? I pn 

2 Thief, 'Tis his deſcription. 

3 Thief He; I know him, 3 
All. Save thee, Timon. by x 
Tim. Now, thieves. I 
All. Soldiers; not thieves. advi 
Tim. Both too, and womens' fons. 2 
All. We are not thieves, but men that much do my t 
| want. | 1 
Tim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of meet. 2: 
« Why ſhould you want? behold, the earth hath roots; may 


Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings; * | 


et. 
85 
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« The oaks bear maſts, the briars ſcarlet hips : 
Ihe bounteous huſwiſe nature on each bu 
« Lays her full meſs before. ou. Want? why want ?? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. 

Tim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds and fiſhes; 
You muſt eat men, * Yet thanksI muſt you con, 
„That you are thieves profeſs'd : that you work not 
© in holier ſhapes; for there is boundleſs theft 
„ In limited ® profeſſions. Raſcals, thieves, 

« Here's gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o/ th' grape, 
« Till the high fever ſeethe your blood to froth, 
% And fo ſcape hanging. Truſt not the phyſician ; 
« His antitodes are poiſon, and he ſlays 
« More than you rob, takes wealth and life together. 
© Do villany, do, fince you profeſs to do't, 
„Like workmen; I Il example you with thievery. 
©« The ſun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
©« Robs the vaſt ſea. The moon's an arrant thief, 
© And her pale fire ſhe ſaatches from the ſun, 
« The ſea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 
„% The mounds into ſalt tears. The earth's a thief, 
« That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtoln 
« From gen'ral excrements : each thing's a thief, 
« The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
% Have uncheck'd theft.” Love not yourſelves, away, 
Rob one another, there's more gold; cut throats; 
All that you meet, are thieves : to Athens go, 
Break open ſhops, for nothing can you ſteal 
But thieves do loſe it: ſteal not leſs for what 
I give, and gold confound you howſoever! Amen. 
| [Exit; 

3 Thief. H'as almoſt charm'd me from my profeſſion, 
by perſuading me to it. 

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
adviſes us, not to have us thrive in our miſtery, 

2 Thief I'll believe him as an enemy; and give over 
my trade. 

1 Thief. Let us firſt ſee peace in Athens. 

2 Thief. | here-is no time ſo miſerable, but a man 
may be true. LExeunt. 

* limited for legal, 
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ACT v. $CENE 1. 
The woods, and Timon's cave. 
Enter Flavius. 


Flav. H, you ! 
is yon deſpis d and ruinous man my Lord: 

Full of decay and failing? oh, monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 
What change of humour deſp'rate want has made ? 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends ! 
How rarely “ does it meet with this time's guiſe, 
When man was will'd to love his enemies? 
Grant I may ever love, and rather too, 

Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that woo ? 
H'as caught me in his eye, 1 will preſent 
My honelt grief to him; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my liſe. My deareſt maſter l. 


Timon comes forward from bis cave. 


Tim. Away! what art thou? 
Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doſt thou aſk that? I have forgot all men, 
Then, if thou grautelt that thou art a man, 
I have forgot thee. 
Flav. An honeſt ſervant, 
Tim. Then | know thee not. 
I ne er had bhoneſt man about me, all 
} kept were knaves, to ſerve in meat to villains, 
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Flav. The gods are witneſs, Ei 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief Fo 
For his vadone lord, than mine eyes for you. Te 

Tim What, doſt thou weep? come nearer, then 1 | 
Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ſt [ove thee, He 


Flinty markind ; whoſe eyes do never give 
But or through luſt or laughter. + 
Flav. | beg cf you to know me, good my Lord, 
T*accept my grief, and whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
To entertain me as your ſteward thll.. 


rare, for > for ſellom . 

7 — 1 — Pitv's fleeping; 

Krange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping!” 
Fu. I beg of you, Cc. 
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Tim. Had I a Reward 

So true, ſo juſt, and now fo comfortable? 

It almoſt turns my nature v mild. 

Let me behold thy face : ſurely, this man 

Was born of woman. 

« Forgive my gen'ral and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 

« Perpetual, ſober gods! I do proclaim 

« One honeſt man : miſtake me not, but one. 

« No more, I pray; and he's a ſteward. 

« How fain would I have hated all mankind, 

« And thou redeem'ſt thyſelf : but all, ſave thee, 
«« fell with curſes. | 
„% Methinks thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe ;. 
« For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 

„% Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice : 
« For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 

«« Upon their firſt lord's neck, But tell me true, 
« (For 1 muſt ever doubt, cho ne er fo ſure), 

« Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 

« A uſuring kindneſs, as rich men deal gifts,” 
Expecting in return twenty for one:? 

Flav No, my moſt worthy maſter, (in whoſe breaſt 
Doubt and ſuſpeR, alas, are plac'd too late), 
You thould have ſear d falle times, when you did feaſt; 
Suſpe& ſtill comes, where an eſtate is leaſt. 

That which t ſhew, heav'n knows, is merely love, 
Duty, and zeal, to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your ſood-and living; and believe it, 
For any benefit that points to me 

Either in hope, or preſent, I'd exchange 

For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me by making rich yourſelf. 

Tim. Look thee, tis ſo; thou fingly honeſt man. 
Here, take; the out of my n 
Have ſent thee treaſure Go, live rich and happy: 
But this condition d; thou thalt build from men; 
Hate all, curſe all, thew charity to none; 

Bur let the famiſh'd fleſh flide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs 

What thou deny'ſt to men. Let priſons twallow em, 
Debts wither em; be men like blatted woods, 

And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bluods ! 


II dangerous nature, is mean. wilancſi, 
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And ſo farewell, and thrive. 
Flav. O let me ſtay, and comfort you, my matter. 
Tim, If thou hat'it curſes, 
Stay not, but fly, whilſt thou art bleſs'd and free; 
Ne'er ſee thou man, and let me ne er ſee thee. 
[Exeunt ſeverall;, 


SCENE Il. Enter Poet and Painter, 


Pain. As I took note of the place, it can't be far 
where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? does the ru- 
mour hold for true, that he's ſo full of gold? 

Pain. Certain, Alcibiades reports it : Phrynia and 
Timandra had gold of him: he likewiſe inrich'd poor 
ſtraggling ſoldiers with great quantity. *Tis. ſaid he 
gave his ſteward a mighty ſum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a trial 
of his friends ? X 

Pain, Nothing elſe.: you ſhall ſee him a palm in A- 
thens again, and flourith with the higheſt. Therefore 
tis not amiſs we tender our loves to him, in this ſup - 
poſed diſtreſs of his. It will ſhew hogeltly in us, and is 
very likely to load our purpoſes with what they travel 
for, if it be a jult and true report that goes of his ha- 
ving- 

oet. What have you now to preſent unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my viſitation : only 
I will promite him an excelleut piece. 

Peet. I mult ſerve him ſo too; tell him of an intent 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the belt, ** Promiſing is the very air 
4 O th'time; it opens the eyes ot expectation. Per- 
* formance is ever che dullzr for his at and, but in 
© the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, the deed is 
« quite out of uſe. To promiſe, is moit churtly and 
„ faſhionable : performance is a kind of will or teſta- 
% ment, which argues a great ſickueſs in his judgment 
© that makes it,” 


Re-enter Timon from his cave unſeen. 


Tim. Excellent workman! thou cauſt not paint a 
man fo bad as thyſelf, 


D 
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Poet. ** 1 am thinking, what I ſhall ſay I have pro- 
« yided for him: it mult be a perſonating * of himlielf; 
« a ſatyr againſt the ſoſtneis of proſperity, with a diſ- 
5 — th the infinite flatteries that follow youth and 
« opnlency 

Tim. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 


work? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? 
do fo, i have gold tor thee. 


Pain Nay, let's ſeek him. 
Then do we fin againſt our own eſtate, 
„ Purim, and come too late. 
oef. True. 


Pain. While the day ſerves, before black-corner'd 


night, 
Find what thee want', by free and offer d light. 
Come. 

Tim, I'll meet you at the turn 
What a god's gold, that he is worſhipped 
In baſer temples, than where ſwine do feed 
'Tis thou that rigg'ſ the bark, and plow ſt the foam, 
Settleſt admired rev'rence in a ſlave ; 

To thee be worſhip, and thy taints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
*Tis fit I meet them. 

Peet. Hail! worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late noble maſter. 

Tim. Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men. 

Poet. Sir, having often of your bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
Whoſe thankleſs natures, (oh abhorted [pirits!) 
Not all the whips of heav n are large enough ——— 
What! to you! 

Whoſe ſtar · like nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being! 1 am rapt, and cannot 
Cover the monſtrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any ſize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may ſee t the better: 
You that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen and known. 

Pain. He and myſelf : 
Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 


* per ſonating, for repreſenting, ſimpiy. 
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And ſweetly felt it. 
Tim Ay. you're honeſt men. 
Pain We're hither come to offer you our ſervice, 
Tim Moſt honeſt men! why, how ſhall I requite you? 
Can yon eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 
B;th What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice, 
Tim ry honelt men; you've heard that 1 have 
old: 
I'm ſure L have; ſpeak truth, y'are honeſt men. 

Pain. So it is id, my Noble Lord; but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I 

Tim Good honeſt man; thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beſt in all Athens; rhou'rt indeed the beſt; 

Thou counterfeit't moſt lively. 
Pain. So, ſc, my Lord. 
Tim. Ev'n ſo, Sir, as I ſay And for thy fiction, 
[ To the Poet, 

Why, thy verſe ſwells with tuff fo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 
But for all this, my honeſt-natur'd friends, 
I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault; 
Marry, not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Bath. Beſeech your honour 
To make it known to us. 

Tim. You Il take it ill. 

Both, Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 

Tim. Will you indeed ? 

Bath. Doubt it not, worthy Lord. 

Tim. There s ne'er a oe of you but truſts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both Do we, my Lord? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cogg, ſee him diſſemble, 
Know his groß patchery, love him, and feed him, 
Keep in your boiom, yet remain aſſur'd, 

That he's a made-up villain, 
Pain. I know none ſuch, my Lord. 
Pert. Nor I. 


| Tim. Look you, I love you well, I'll give you gold, 


Rid me theſe viil:ns from your companies; 

Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draught, 
Con found them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 

bl give you gold enough. 
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Bath. Name them, my Lord, let's know them. 
Tim. You that way, and you this; but two in 
company ® 
Fach man a part, all fingle and alone, 
Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 
1t where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 


[To the Painter, 
Come not near him. —— If thou would'it not reſide 


[To the P vets 
nut where one villain is, then iim abandon. 
Hence, pack, there's gold; ye came for gold, ye ſlaves ; 
You have work for me; there's your payment, hence! 
You are an alchyrilt, make gold of that: 
Out, raſcal dogs! [ Exit, beating and driving em out. 


SCENE III. Enter Flavius and two Seratcrs. 


Flav It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Limon: 
For he is ſet 1o only to himielt, 
That nothing but himſelt which looks like man, 
Is iriendly with him, 

1 Sen, Bring us to his cave. 
It is our part and promile to th' Arhenians 
To ſpeak with Tin on 

2 Sen. At all iimes alike | 
Men are not ſtill the ſame ; 'twas time and grieſs 
That fram d him thus. Time with his fairer hand 
Offering the fortunes of his tormer days, 
The former man may make him; bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

FI. v. Here is his cave. 
Peace and content be here, Lord Timon! Timon! 
Look out, and ipeak t friends : th' Athenians 
By two ot their moſt rev rend tcnate greet thee ; 
Speak to them, Noble Timon. 


Enter Timon out of his cave. 


Tim Thou tun, that comiort ſt, burnyͥ 
Speak, and be hang d; 
For each true word a bliſter, and each falſe 
Be cauterizing to the icot © th' tongue, 


This is an imperfect ſentence; and is to be ſup plied thus, But 
aue in company /Prils all. 


Conſuming it with ſpeaking ! 
1 Sen Worthy Timon, 
Tim —Of none but ſuch as you, and you of Timon. 
2 Sen. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon 
Tim | thank them; and would fend them back the 

Could I but catch it tor them. [ plague, 
1 Sen O. forget 

M hat we ire ſorry for ourſelves. in thee : 

The Seuators, with one conſent of love, 

Intreat thee back to Athens: who have thought 

On ipecial dignities, which vacant lie 


For $ beſt uſe and wearing. 
2 Sen They confeis 
Tow'rd thee forgetfulneſs, too general, 1 
And now the public boy, {which doth ſeldom 
Play the racanter), tezling in itielf 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal 
Ot its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon ? 
And ien-'s forth us to make their ſorrowed tender, 
Together with a recompence more fruittul 
T han their offer.ce can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, ev'n ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot our what wrongs were theirs. 
And write in thee the figures of theic love, 
Ever to read them thi e 

Tim, You witch me in it, 
Surpriſe ne to the very brink of tears: 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy Senators. 

1 S.. Therefore fo pleale thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 
The captainſb'p thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Hallow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 
Lire with autho: ity : ſoon we ſhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the .pproaches wild, 
W ho, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 


2 Sen, And ſhakes his threat'ning ſword 


Againlt the walls of Athens. 4 


1 en Therefore, Timon 


Tim. Mell, sir. I will; therefore I will, Sir; thus 


If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 
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Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not, If he ſack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by th' beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the ſtain 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war; F 
Then let him know, —and tell him, Timon ſpeaks it; 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
1 cannot chuſe but tell him, that I care not. | 
And let him take't at worſt ; for their knives care not, 
While you have throats to anſwer, For myſelf, 
There's not a whittle in th' unruly camp, 
But I do prize it in my love, before 
The reverend'ſ throat in Athens, So I leave you 
To the protection of the proſp'rous “ gods, 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
it will be ſeen to-morrow. My long ſickneſs 
Of health and hving now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill; 
Be Alcibiades your plague ; you his? 
And laſt fo long enough ! - 

1 Sen, We ſpeak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen. That's well (poke. 

Tim, Commend me to my loving countrymen, 

1 Sen, Theſe words become your lips, as they paſs 

thro' them. 
2 Sen, And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 

In their applauding gates. 

Tim, Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to eaſe them of theirgriefs, 
I heir fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their achs, loſſes, 
The:r pangs of love, with other incident throes, 
That nature's fragile veſſel doth ſuſtain 
In life s uncertain voyage, I will do 
Some kindneis to them, teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

2 Sen | like this well, he will return again. 


* proſperous, for happy. The claſſical epithet of the 
Vor. VI, _ 0 — 
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Tim. | have a tree which grows here in my clole, 

That mine uſe invites me to cut down, 

And ſhortly mult 1 fell it, Tell my triends, 

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that hoo pleaſe 

To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte ; 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the ax, 

And hang himſelt. -] pray you, do my greeting. 
Flav. Vex him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall find him. 
Tim, Come not to me again, but ſay to Athens, 

Timon hath made his everl=- Ring manſion 

Upon the beached verge of the ſalt flood; 

Which once a-day with his imboſſed froth 

The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover: thither come, 

And let my grave ſtone be your oracle. 

Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 

W hat is amiſs, plague and infection mend! 

Graves only be mens works, and death their gain! 

Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 

[ Exit 1 mon. 
1 Sen. His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to 
his nature. 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead; let us return, 

And (train what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril, - 

1 Sen, It requires ſwiſt foot. LExcunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to the walls of Athens. 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1 Sen. Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd ; are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

Neg. I have ſpoke the le iſt. 
Beſides, his expedition promites 
Preſent approach. 


2 Sen. We ſtand much hazard, if they bring not Timon- 


Me I met a courier, one mine ancient friend; 
And though in general part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love had a particular force, 
And made us ſpeak like friends. This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 


With letters of intreaty, which imported 


2 


t. 
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His fellowſhip i'th* cauſe again{ your city, 
in part for his ſake mov'd. 


Enter the other Senators, 


1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expet.— 
The enemies' drum is heard, and feartul ſcouring 
Doth choke the air with duſt. la, and prepare; 

Ours is the fall, 1 fear, our foes the ſnare*. [ Exeant. 


SCENE v. Bere the walls of Hitens. 
Trumpets ſound, Enter Alcibiades with his powers. 


Alc. Sound to this coward and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach. 
[Sound a parley. The Senatsrs appear wpon ile walls. 
Till now you have gone on, and fill d the time 


With all licentious meaſure, making your w:lls 


The ſcope of juſtice. Till now mylelt, and ſuch 
As ſlept within the ſnadow of your power, 
Have wander d with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly. Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow in the bearer {trony 
Cries of itſelf, No more: now breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs ot ele, 
And purſy Inſolence ſhall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight, 

1 Sex, Noble and young, 
When thy firlt grieſs were but a mers conceit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear ; 
We lent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 


® —o——- car focs the ſnare. 


Enter a Sildier in the woods, fcb Times. 


$21, By all deſcription this ſhoold be the place. 

Who's here? ſptak. ho. No anſwer ? What is tus? 

Timon is dead. who hath out ſtretch'd his ſpan ; 

Same beaſt rcar'd this; here does not live a man. 

Dead, ſure, and this his grave; what's on this tomb? 

1 cannot read; the character I'll take with wax; 

Our captain hath in ev: ry Gygure (kill, 

An ag'd interpreter, tho* young in days: 

Before proud Athens he's ſet down by this, 

V hote fal the mark of his amb tion is. [Exit 
SCENE, &c. 0 2 
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To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves 
Above their ® quantity. 
2 Sen. So lid we woo 
Trans ſormed Timon to our city's love 
By humble meſſage, and by promis d mends: 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The comm on ſtroke of war, 
1 Sen. Theſe walls of ours 
Were not erected hy their hands, from whom 
Yeu have receiv'd ycur griefs : nor are they ſuch, 
That theſe gteat tow'rs, trophies, and ſchools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. | 
2 Sen. Nor are they living, 
Who wee the motives that you firſt went out: 
Shame that they wanted cunning, in exceſs 
Hath broke their hearts, March on, oh, Noble Lord, 
Into our city with thy banners ſpread ; 
By decimation and a tithed death, 
I thy revenges hanger for that food 
WhEich nature lothes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth: + 
1 Sen. All have not offended : 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take 
On thoſe that are, revenge: crimes, like to lands, 
Are not inherited, Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage ; 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, ard thoſe kin 
W hich in the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall 
With rhoſe that have offended ; like a thepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull ih intected forth ; 
But kill not all together. 
_ 2 Sen, What thou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy ſword, 
1 Sen. Set but thy foot 
Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope : 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To ſay thou'lt enter triendly. 
2 Sen, Throw thy glove, 


® their refers to rages. 

+ — —— take thou the diſtin'd tenth : 
And by the hazard ct the ſpotted dye, 
Let die the ſpotted, 

1 Sen, All have, Ec. 


, 
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Or any token of thine honour elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confuſion : all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have ſeal'd thy full defire. 

Alc. Then there's my glove 
Deſcend, and open your uncharged ports; 
Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
ho n you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more; and to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds ; 
But ſhall be remedied by public laws 
At heavieſt anſwer, 

Beth. His molt nobly ſpoken. 

Alc. Deſcend, and keep your words. 


Enter a Scllier. 


Sal. My noble General, Timon is dead, 
Intomb'd upon the very hem o' th' ſea ; 
And on the grave-ftone this inſculpture, which 
With wax | brought away; whoſe ſoft impreſſion 
Interpreteth tor my poor ignorance, 


[ 4leibiad2s reads the epitaph.) 


Here lizs a coretched corſe, of roretched foul bereft : 
Seck ut my name: a plague conſume you cal left! 
Here lie I Tiuan, who all living men did hate; 


Paſs by, and curſe thy fill, but ſtay not here thy gait, 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits: 

Tho thou abhorr'dſt in us cur human griefs, 

Scorn'd our brine's flow, and thoſe our droplets, which 
From niggard nature fall: yet rich conceit 

Taught thee to make valt Neptune weep for ay 

On thy low grave In: taults forgiven. 
Is noble Timon, of whoſe mem y 
Hereafter more Bring me into your city, 

And I w:ll uſe the olive with my ſword ; 

Make war breed peace; make peace ſtint war; make 
Preſcribe to other, as each othe: s leach. [each 
Let our drums itrike, [ Exeunt, 


Dead 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


DRAMATIS 


SATURNINYUS fentothelcte Em 
perer of Rome, and afterwards 
declared Emperor himj+!f. 

Baſſianus, brother to Saturainus, © 
in love with Lavinia. 

Titus Andronicus, a Nile Ro. 
man, General againſt the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of 
the People, aud brother to Titus. 


Nlurcus, 

— fons to Titus Audro- 

Lucius, micus, 

Matus, 

Foung Lucius, à boy, fon ts La- 
Cins. 

Publius, ſen to Marcus the Tri. 
bane, and nepbew to Titas Aa- 
aronicus. 


PERSONA 
Sempronius. 
Alu bus, 

: ſons to Tamora. 


Chiron, 

Demetrius, 

Aaron, a Moor, belov'd by Ta- 
mora. 

Cavtain, from Titus's camp. 

Xmilius, a meſſenger. 

Goths, and Romans. 

Chun. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, 
and afterwards married to Sa- 
turuiunt. 

Lavinia, daughter to Titus An- 
dronicu t. 

Nurſe, with a Black-a-moor child, 

Senators, Ju iges, Officers, S8. 
diers, and other Atiendants. 


SCENE, Rome, and the conntry near it. 


Seen 


SCENE I 


Before the Capitol in Rome. 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aleſt, as in the ſenate. 
Enter Saturninus and his followers, at one door; and 
Baſſianus and his followers at the other, with drum and 


colours. 


Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms: 


Sat. N Oble Patricians, patrons of my right, 


And countrymen, my I-ving followers, 
Plea4 my ſucceflive title with your ſwords, 
I am the firit born ſon of him that laſt 
Wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
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Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this inJdignity. 

Baſ. Romans, friends, foll'wers, favourers of my 
If ever Baſſianus, Czſar's ſon, | [right, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol ; 

And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 

Th' imperial feat, to virtue conlecrate, 

To juſtice, continence, and nobility ; 

But let deſert in pure election thine ; 

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice, 


Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft, with the crown. 


Mar. Princes that flrive by factions, and by friends, 
Ambitiouſly tor rule and empery ! 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial party, have by common voice, ; 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Choſen Andronicus, ſurname! Pius, 
For many good and great deſerts to Rome, 


A nobler man, a braver warrior, 


Lives not this day within our city-walls. 
He by the ſenate is accited home, 
From weary wars againſt the barb'rous Goths ; 
That with his ſons (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are ſpent fince firſt he undertook 
This cauſe: of Rome, and chaltiſed with arms 
Our enemies pride, Five times he harh return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons 
In coffins from the field 
And now at laſt laden with honour's ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowne | Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us intreat, by hon dur of his name, 
W hom (worth-ly) you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and tenate's right, 
Who n you pretend to honour and adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength ; 
Diſmiis your followers, and, as ſuitors thould, 
Plead your de:erts in peace and humbleneſs. 
Sat. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks to calm my thoughts! 
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Baf. Marcus An dronicvs, fo I do affy 
In thy uprightnets and integrity, 
And ſo 1 love and honour thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons 
And her to whom our thoughts are humble] all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament ; 
That 1 will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
Com:nit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 
[ Exeunt Soldiers. 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
I thank you all, aud here diſmiſs you all; [right, 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myſelf, my per ſon, and the cauſe. 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
As | am confident and kind to thee. 
Opea the gates, and let me in. 
Bf. Tribuues, and me, a poor competitor, 
[They go up into the ſenate-heuſe. 


SCENE I. Enter a Captain. 


Cas. Romans, make way; the good Andronicus, 
Patron of vu tue, Rome's belt chan pion, 
Succeſsſul in the battles that he ſights, 
With honour and with tortane is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his fword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 


Scund drums and trumpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus ; after them, two men bearing a coffin cover d 
with black ; then Quintus and Lucius. After tiem, 
Titus àndt uuicus; and then i amora, the Queen 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius, with Auron 
the Meer, priſaners; ſoidiers, and other attendanis. 
They fer diwn the coffin, and Tus ſpeaks. 


Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in my mourning weeds ! 
Lo, as the bark, that huth diſcharg d her treight, 
Returns with preciou lading to the bay, 

From whence at firlt the weigh'd her anchorage ; 
Cometh AnJronicu+s wich laure} bouzhs, 

To re- ſalute his country with his ters ; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 


£ 
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Thou great defender cf this Capitol. 
Stan gracious to the rites that we intend ! 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons, 
Ha!t of the number that King Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains alive and dead! 
1 hel? that ſurvive let Rome reward with love: 
Theſe that I bring unto their lateſt home, 
With burial among their anceſtors. 
Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword :. 
Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer'ft thou thy ſons, unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx ? 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 
_ = open the tomb. 

There greet in ſilence, as the dead are wont, 
And fleep in peace, flain in your country's wars, 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 
Ad manes fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones : 
That fo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you, the nobleſt tha: ſurvives : 
The eldeſt fon of this diſtreſſed Queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracicus conqueror, 
e tears | ſhed, 
A mother's tears in paſhon for her ſon : 
And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee, 
O. think my ſons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome, 
To beantily thy triumphs and return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke ! 
But muſt my ſons be flaughter's in the ſtreets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cau'e ? 
O ! if to fight for King and common-weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſe. 
Andronicus, tain not thy tomb with blood- 
W ilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 


Act m. 
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Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 
Thrice noble Titus, fpare my firlt born fon. 

Tit. Patient yourſelf, Ma ſa n, an i pardon me. 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Gothe behold 
Alive ant dead, and for their brethren lain 
Reliziouſly they aſ a ſacrifice ; 

To this your fon is mark'd, and die he muſt, 
T' appeaſe their groning thadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away wich him, and make a fire ſtraight. 
And with our ſwords, upon a pile of wood, 

Let's hew his limbs till they be clean conſum'd. 
[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus, and Lucius, 
w:th Alatbus. 

Tam O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever S:ythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppoſe me Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus, go to reſt ! and we ſurvive 
To tremble under Titus threat ning looks, 

Then, Madam, ſtand reſolved ; but hope withal, 

The ſfelf-ſame gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 

Upon the Thracian tyrant “ in her tent, 

May favour Tamora, the of Goths, 

( When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was Queen), 
To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes. 


Erter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus, and Lucius. 


Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd ; 
And intrails ſeed the facrificing fire; 
Whoſe ſmoak, like incenſe, doth perfame the (ky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud 'larumns welco ne them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be ſo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateſt fare wel to their ſouls. 

[Then found trumpets, and lay the crffins in the toms, 

In peace and hon-2ur reſt you here, my ſons, 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 

* Polymn ſtor, whoſe ces were pile ont, ant fons marderel 
by Hecuba, in teven ze fax his having treacherouſiy flain her fon Po- 
lydore Eurip. ia Her. 
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Secure ſrom worldly chances and miſhaps. 

Fire larks no treaſon, here no envy {wells ; 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ltorms, 
No noile but filence and eternal ſleep. 

In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons! 


SCENE UI. Enter Lavinia. 


Lav. In peace and honour live Lord Titus long, 

My noble Lord and father, live in fame ! 

Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 

| render, for my brethren's obſequies : 

And at thy feet | kneel -vith tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome, 
O, bleſs me here with thy victor ious hand, 
Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly preſerv'd 
The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart ! 
Lavinia, live; outlive thy tather's days, 

In Fame's eternal date for Virtue's praile ! 

Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome 

Tit. Thanks gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus, 

Mar. And welceme, nephews, from ſucceſsful wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you chat ſleep in fame: 

Fair Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

hat in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords. 
But ſafer triumph in this funeral pomp, 

That hath aſpir'd to Solon's hay pineis ; 

And triumphs over chance, ia Honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people ot Rome, 

Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their I ribune, and their truſt, 
1 his palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 

With theſe our late deceaſed Emperor's ſons, 

Be Candidatus then, and put it on; 

And help to ſet a head on headleſs Rome. 

Tit. à better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his that ſhakes for age and ſeebleneſs. 
What! thonld 1 don this robe and trouble you ? 
Be choſe with proclamations to-day, 


10-morrow yield up rule, reſign wy life, 
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And ſet abroach new buſineſs for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy ſoldier torty years, 
And led my country s ſtrength ſucceſstully; 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, lain manfully in arms, 
In right and ſervice of their noble country. 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 
But not a ſceptre to controul the world, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laſt. 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and aſk the empery, 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canlt thou tell 
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturn'ousg ——— 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 
Patricians, draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not, 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor. 
Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts, 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee. 
Tit. Content thee, Prince; I will reſtore ro thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themſelves. 
Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, | 
But honour thee, and will do till I die: 
My faction, if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moſt thankful be : and thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 
Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I aſk your voices, and your ſuffrages ; 
Will you beltow them friendly on Audronicus ? 
Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his ſafe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits, 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you; and this ſuit I make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt ſon 
Lord Saturane ; whoſe virtues will, 1 hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice in this common-weal. 
Then, it you will ele& by my advice, 
Crown him, and ſay, Long live our Emperor ! 


Mar. With voices and applauſe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus Rome's great Emperor; 


rt! 
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And ſay, —— Long live our 7 mperor Saturnine ! 
LA long flouriſh, till they come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours cone 
To us in our election this day, 
1 give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs: 
And for an onſet, Titus, to advance 
1hy name and honourable family, 
Lavinia will 1 make my Empreſs, 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And ia the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſe. 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion plezfe thee ? 
Tit. It doth, my worthy Lord; and in this watch 
hold me highly konour'd of your Grace: 
And here in ſight of Rome, to Saturninus, 
King and commander of our commun-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do | coniecrate 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners; 
Pieſents well worthy Rome's Imperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the tribute that 1 owe, 
Mine honour's enſigns humbled at thy fest. 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, an of thy gilts, 
Rome ſhall record; and when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable delerts, 
Romans, forget your tealty to me. 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you priſoner to an Emperor; 
To him, that for your honour and your tate 
Will uſe you nobly, and your foll'owers. 


Sat. A goodly lady, trult me, of the hue Te Tamora. 


That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe anew. 
Clear up, fair Queen, that c!oudy countenance; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'lt not to be made a {corn in Rome : 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way, 
Reſt on my word, and let not Ciicontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam, who comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Gotha. 
Lavinia, you are not dilpleas'd with this ? 

Lav. Not Il, my Lord; ſith true nobilicy 
Warrants theſe words in princely courtety. 

S4t. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia; Romas ict us 76. 
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Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free; 
Proclaim our honouts, Lords, with trump and drum. 
Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine, 
[Seizing Lavinia, 
Tit. How, Sir? are you in earneſt then. my Lord? 
Baſ. Ay, Noble Titus; and refolv'd withal 
To do myſelf this reaſon and this right. 
[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb ſbeav. 
Mar. Suum cuigue is our Roman juſtice : 
T his prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will and ſhall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt! whereis the Emperor's guard? 
Treaſon, my Lord! Lavinia is ſurpris'd. 
Sat. Surpris'd ! by whom ? 
Baſ. By him that juſtly may 
Bear his betroth'd trom all the world away. 
[Exit. Baſſianus with Lavinia, 


SCENE IV, 


Mut. Brothers. help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword I'll keep this door ſecure. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Aut. My Lord, you paſs not here... —— 
Tit. What ! villain boy, 
Barr'ſt me my way in Rome? [ He kills lin. 
Mat. Help, Lucius, help ! 
Lac. My Lord, you are urjuſt, and more than ſo; 
In wrongtul quarrel you have ſlain your fon. 
Tit. Nor thou nor he are any ſons of mine: 
My ſons would never io diſhonour me. 
Traitor, reilore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wiſe, 
J hat is another's lawful promis'd love. 
Sat. No Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not; 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock; 
I' truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once: 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons, 
Cenfederates all, thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Pome to make a ſtale of, 
But Saturnire? Full well, Andronicus, 
Apree theſe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 


1 hat ſai 4ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands- 
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Tit. O monſtrous! what reproachful words are theſe ! 

Sat. But go thy ways: go, give that changiag piece, 
To him that flouriſh'd tor her with his ſword ; 

A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

7it. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 
That, like the ſtately Phzbe mong her nymphs, 

Dot overthine the gallant'ſt dames ot Rome; 

It thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Behold I chuie thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee Empreſs of Rome, 

Speak, Queen of Goths, doſt thou applaud my choice? 
And here I ſwear by all the Roman gods, 

(Sith prieſt and holy water are fo near, 

And tapers burn fo bright, and every ching 

In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands), 

1 will not re-ſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead eſpous'd my bride along with me. 

Tam. And here in fight of Heav'n to Rome I ſwear, 
if Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 

A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Aſcend, fair Queen, Pantheon; Lords accome 
Your noble Emperor, aud hs lovely bride, [ pany 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturuine ; 

Whoſe wildom hath her fortune conquered : 
There thall we conſummate our ſpoulal rites. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Manet Titus Andronicus, 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride, 


Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dithonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 


Enter Marcus Adronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus, 


Mar. Oh, Titus, tee, oh, ſee, what thou haſt done! 
in a bad quarrel flain a virtuovs fon. 

Tit, No, foolith Tribune, no: no ſon of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe contederates in the deed, 
That hath diſhonour'd all our family; 
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Unworthy brother, and unworthy ſons. 

Luc. But let us give him burial as becomes; 
dne Mutius burial with our brethren, 

Tit. Traitors, away! he refts not in ths tomb, 
Illis rorument five hundred years hath flood, 
Which | have ſumptuoufſly re-edified : 

Here none but ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors, 
Repoſe iu tame; none baſely flain in brawls. 
Fury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My Lord, this is impiety in you 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him; 
He mu be buried with his bretkren, 
Sens And ſhall, or him we will arcompany. 
T:t. And ſhall? what villain was it ſpake that werd? 


Qiu. He that would vouck't in any place but here. 


77t. What, wonl! you bury him in my deſpight ? 

ar. No, Noble Titus; but intreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him, 

Tit. Marcus, e'en thou halt ſlruck upon my creſt, 
And with theſe boys mine honour thou haſt woundeJ, 
My foes 1 do repute you every one; 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Luc, He is not himfelt, let us withdraw. 

Quin. Not I till Mutius' bones be buried. 

[The brother and the ſens kneel, 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. 

Tit. Spei.k thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 

Mar. P.enowned Titus, more than halt my fou!,— 

Luc, Dear father, foul and ſubſtance of us all. 

Aar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
lis ncble nephew here in virtue's neſt, 
hat died in honour, and Lavinia's cauſe, 
hou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
he Grecks, upon advice, did bury Ajax, 

That flew himſelf; and wiſe Laertis' ton 

Did graciouſly plead for his tuncrals, 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe 
The difmall'& day is this chat e'er I ſaw, 


- 
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To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome: 
Well; bury him, aad bury me the next. 
[They put lim in the tomb, 
Luc. There lie thy bones, ſweet Mutius, with thy 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! [ friends, 
[They all kneel, and jay, 
No man ſhed tears for Noble Mutius; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cauſe, 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? 
Tit. | know not, Marcus; but 1 know it is: 
If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell: 
Is the not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far? 
Yes; aud will nobly him remunerate.. 


SC EN E VI. 


Flouriſh. Re-enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and 
Demetrius, with Aaron the Manor, at one dior ; at 
the ether door, Baſſi inus and Lavinia, with others. 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have play'd your prize; 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baſ. And you of your's, my Lord; I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and fo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy fadion thall repent this rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ſeize my own, 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife? 
Bur let the laws of Rome determine all; - 
Mean while 1 am poſleſs'd of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis good, Sir; you are very ſhort with us, 
But, if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you; 

Baſ. My Lord, what | have done, as beſt I may, 
Anſwer I mutt, and ſhall do with my life: 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, Lord Titus here, 
Is in opiaton and in honour wrong d; 
That, in the reſcue of Lavinia, | 
With his owa hand did flay his youngeſt ſon, 
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In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave; 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
That hath expreſs'd himſelf in all his deeds 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 
Tit. Prince Baſſtianus, leave to plead my deeds, 
*Tis thou and thoſe that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How | have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine. 
Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gractous in thole princely eyes of thine, 
Ther. hear me ſpeak indifferently for all; 
Ard at ny ſuit (ſweet) pardon what is paſt. 
Set. What, Madam! be diſhonour'd openly, 
And baſely put it up without revenge ? 
Tum Not ſo, my Lord; the gods of Rome ſoreſend 
1 ſhouid be author to diſhonour you! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For gocd Lord Titus” innocence in all; 
M boſe tury, not diſſembled, ſpeaks his griefs ; 
Then, at my fuit, lock graciouſly on him, 
Loſe not fo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 
Nor with four looks affl'/& his gentle heart. 
Aly Lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, J 
Diſſemble all your griefs and diſcontents: 
Yeu are but newly planted in your throne : 
Leit then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a jaſt urvey, take Titus? part; | 
Ani to lupplant us for ingratitude, | 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin; WT 
Ye! at intreats : and then let me alone; Ale, 
I'li find a day to maflacre them all, | 
{nd rate their tact on' and their family, 
7] he cruel tather, and his traiterous ſons, | 
To whom I ſued tor my dear ſon's life; | 
{rd mike them know, what 'tis to let a Queen | 
Knecl im the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vati— | 
Come, coe, fweet Eraperor, — come, Angronicus—— 
Lebe vp this good old man, and chear the heart 
hat ches in tæmpeſt of thy angry frown. 
Sat, Rite, Titus, riſe; my Empreſs hach prevail'd, 
{it. 1 thouk your Maje ny, and her; wy Lord, 
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Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And muſt adviſe the Emperor ſor his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus, 
And let it be my honour, good wy Lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you, Prince Baſſianus, I have paſs d 
My word and promile to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable, 
And fear not, Lords; and you, Lavinia, 
By my advice all-humbled on your knces, 


Lou thall aſk pardon of his Majelty. 


Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his Highneſs, 
That what we di:i was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our filter's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more—- - 

Tam. Nay, nay ſweet Emperor, we mult all be friends. 
The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace, 

I will not be denied; ſweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
do remit theſe young meas” heinous faults. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
found a friend; and ture as death I iwore, 
would not part a bachelor from the prieit. 
Come, if the Emperor's court can feaſt two brides 
You are my guelt, Lavinia, and your friends; 
This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. 
Tit, To-morrow, an' it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
Wich horn and hound, we'll give your Grace bonyjour. 
Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt. 


a mn SechannuBp Li 
Before the palace. 


Euter Aaron alone. 


Aar. OW climbeth Tamora Olympus' top, 
Safe out of iortuae's thot ; and Ats aloſt, 
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Secure of thunder's crack, or lightniag- flaſh; 
Advanc'd above pale Fnvy's threat ning reach. 
As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiac in his gliſt'ring coach, 
And overlooks the higheit peering hills; 
So Tamora 
Upon her will doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, 
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
Haſt priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains; 
And falter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucaſus, 
Away with laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, 
1 will be bright and ſhine in pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made EMmpereſs. 
To wait, faid1? to wanton with this Queen, 
This goddeis, this Semiramis; this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwreck, and his common weal's. 
Holla ! what ſtorm is this ? 

S C EN E II. 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners, to intrude where | am gracd; 
And may, for aught thou know'ſt, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt overween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with braves: 
*Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me leis gracious, or thee more tortunate; 
Il am as à le, and as fit as thou, 
To ſerve, and to deterve my miſtreſs? grace; 
And that my iword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſii»n for Lavinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs !—— theſe lovers will not keep 
the peace. a | 
Dem, Why, boy, although our mother (unadvis d) 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide, 
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Are you ſo deſp'rate grown to threat your friends? 
Go to; have your lath glued within your theath, 
ill you know better how to handle it. 

Ct, Mean while, Sir, with the little (kill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare, 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye ſo brave? [ They draw. 

tar. Why, how now, Lords? 

So near the Emperor's palace dare you draw ? 

And maintain fuch a quarrel openly ? 

Full well 1 wote the ground of all this grudge: 

would not for a million ef gold, 

The cauſe were known to them it molt concerns, 

Nor would your noble mother, for much mot e, 

Be ſo diſhouour'd in the court ot Rome. 

For ſhame, put up. 

Chi, Not 1, till 1 have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his boſom, and withal 
Thruit theſe reproachtul ſpeeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 

Dem. For that 1 am prepar'd and full refolv'd, — 
Foul-ſpoken coward ! thou thund'reſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'lt perform. 

Aar. Away, I fay. 
Now by the gods that warlike Goths adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all; 

Why, Lords ——2— and think you not, how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince's right ? 

V hat, is Lavinia then become to looſe, 

Or Baſhanus ſo de generate, | 

That for her love ſuch quarrels may be broach'd, 
Without controuiment, juſtice, or revenge? 

Young Lords, beware —- and thould the Empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the mulic would not pleaſe. 

Ci. I care not, I, knew the and all the world; 
llove Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youagling, learn thou to make ſome meaner 
L27inia is thy elder brother's hope. {choice ; 

Aer. Why, are you mad! or know ye not, in Rome 
How ſurious and unpatient they be, 


And cannot brook competitors in love? 


tell you, Lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device, 
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Dem, Aaron, a thouſand deaths would | propoſe 
To atchieve her whom I do love. 
Aar. i © atchieve her how ? 
Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it fo ſtrange ? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
dhe is a woman, theretore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd, 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wot. the miller of; and ealy it is 
Of a cut loaf to ſteal a ſhave, we know : 
Tho' Baſſianus be the Emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may, [e. 
Dem. Then why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to 
With words, fair looks, und liberality ? {court it 
What, haſt thou not full often ſtruck a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's noſe ? 
Aar. Why then, it ſeems, ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns. 
Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou halt hit ir. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado: 
Why, bark ye, hark ye and are you ſuch fools, 
To ſquare for this? would it offend you then 
That both ſhould ſpeed ? 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 
Aar. For ſh+me, be friends; and join for that you jar. 
"Tis policy and ſtratagem mult do 
That you affect; and fo mult you reſolve, 
That what you cannot, as you woul, atchieve, 
You mult perforce accomplith as you may, 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſe 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſianus love; 
A ipeedier courſe than ling'ring languiſbment 
Mult we purſue, and 1 have found the path. 
My Lords, a folemn huating is in hand, 
T here will the lovely Roman ladies truop : 
The foreſt-walks are wide and ipacious, 
And many untrequented plots there are, 
Fitted iy kind for rape and villany: 
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Single you thither then this dainty doe, 
And ſtrike her home by torce, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Emprets with her ſacred wit 
To villany and vengeance conſecrate, 
Ve will acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And ſhe ſhall file our eagines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare yourſelves, 
Bat to your wiſhes' height advance you both, 
The Emperor's court is like the houte of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: 
The woods are ruthleis, dreadfal, deaf, and dull: 
1 here ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave boys, aud take your 
turns; 
There ſerve your luſts, ſnadow'd from heaven's eye, 
And revel in Lavivia's treaſury. 
Chi, Thy counſel, la, ſmells of no cowardice, 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm theſe fits, 
Per Stiga, per Manes vehor- [Exeunts 


SCENE Ill Changes to a foreft. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſons, with hounds 
and horns, and Marcus. 


Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray ; 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green: 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay; 

And wake the Emperor and his lovely bride, 
And rouſe the Prince, and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noiſe. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tead the Emperor's perſon carefully. 

I have been troubted in my ſleep this night, 
But dawning day new comlort hath inipir d. 


H-re a cry of hounds, and uind horns in a peal : then en 
ter Saturuinus, Tamora, Bathanus, Lavinia, Chiron, 
Demetrius, and their attenaants 


7 it. Many good morrows to your Majeſty; 
Madam, to you as many and as good. 
] promiſed your Grace a bunter's peal. 
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Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my Lorès, 
somewhat too early for new married ladies. 

Baſ. Lavinia, how lay you? 

Lav. I fay No: 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport, Madam, now ye fhall fre 
Our Roman hunting. 

Mar. | have dogs, my Lord, 
Wil! rouſe the prouvelt panther in the chaſe, 
An climb the highetit promontory-top. 

Tit. And I have horſe will follow, where the game 
Makes way and run like {xaliows ofer the plain. 

Dem Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor 

hound ; | 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground, [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. Changes to a deſert part of the foreſi. 
Enter Aaron alcne, 


Har. He that had wit, vculd think that 1 had none, 
To bury io much gold under a tree; 
And never after to inherit“ it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly. 
Know, that this gold m uſt coin a ſtratagem; 
V hich cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; 
And to repoſe, iweet gold, for their unreſt, 
'I kat have their als out of the Empreſs' cheſt, 


Enter Tamora. 


Tam, My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 
When every thing doth make a gleefel boat ? 
© The birds chaunt melody on evury buſh, 
The ſnake lies rolled in the chearlul ſun, 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer d ſhadow on the ground. 
« Under their ſweet thade, Aaron, let us ft; 
And whilit the babhng Echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying fhriliy to che well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 
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Jet us fit down, and mark their yell'ng noiſe : 
And after conflict, ſuch as was ſuppos'd 
The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpris'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave; 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
{Our paſtimes done), p:{{:6 a golden ſlumber ; 
Whilſt hounds and horvs, and ſweet melodicus birds, 
Be uato us, as is a nurſe's ſong 
Cf lullaby, to bring ker babe aſleep. 
Aar. Madam, though Venus govera your dcfires, 
dat urn is dominator over mine- 
« What ſignifies my deadly-ſlunding eye, 
© My filence, and my cloudy mel1:choly, 
« My flezce of woolly hair, that now uncurls, 
© Even as an adder, when the doth unrowl 
© To do ſome fatal execution? 
No, Madam, theſe are no vencreal ſi zus; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand; 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, {the empreſs of my foul, 
W hich never hopes more heaven than reſts in thce), 
This is the day of doom for Bahlmus ; 
His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to-day ; 
Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Bafhanus' blood. 
Seeſt thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal-plotted ſcrowl. 
Now queſtion me no more, we are-eſpi-d, 
Here comes a parcel of our hop-ful booty, 
Which dread not yet their lives' deſtruction. 
Tam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than liſc! 
Aar. No more, great tmpreſs; Baſſianus comes; | 
Be crols with him, and I'll go fetch thy ſons 
To back thy quarreis, whatioe'er they be. [ Exit. 


SCENE V. Enter Baſhanus and Lavinia. 


Baſ. Whom have we here? Rowe's Royal Empereſo? 
Uituznith'd of her well beſeeming troops! 
Or 1s it Dim, habited like her, ; 

Who bath abandoned her holy es, 
To ſee the general hunting in this toreſt ? 
Vor VI. . 
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Tam, Saucy controuler of our private ſteps, 


T-tus Andrinicus. 


Had I the power that ſome ſay Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently 


With horns, as was Acteons, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed limbs, 


Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 


Lav. Under your patience, gentle Empereſs, 
'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 


Are ſingled forth to try experiments, 
Jove ſhield your huſband from his hounds to-day ! 
is pity they ſhould take him for a ſlag. 

Baſ. Believe me, Queen, your ſwarth Cimmerian 


Poth make your honour of his body's hue, 


Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 


Why are you ſequellred from all ycur train? 
Ditmounted from yc ur ſnow- white goodly ſeed, 


And wand'red hither to an obſcure plor, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul deſire had not conducted you? 


Lav. And beir.g interrupted in your ſport, 


Great reaſon that my Noble Lord be rated 


For ſaucinels -— | pray you, let us hence; 


And let her joy her reven-colour d love; 
This valley fits the purpeſe paſſing well. 
Baſ. Ine King my brother ſhall have note of this. 

Las Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long. 
Good King, to be ſo mightily abuſed! 
Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ? 


Dem. How now, dear Sovereign, and our gracious 
| Why does your Highneſs look fo pale and wan! 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 


mother, 


Ad 2, 


Tam. Have | not reaſon, think you, to look pale 


Theſe two have tic'd me hither to this place, 
* A barren and deteſted vale, you fee, it is. 


«© he trees tho' ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 


»* O'ercome with moſs, and bale ſul miſſelto. 


«© Here rever ſhines the ſun ; here nothing breeds, 
*« Unleſs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 


„% And when they ſhew'd me this abborred pit, 


. 
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« They tol4 me, here, at dead tine of the night, 
« A thouſand fi:nds, a thouſand hithng ſnakes, 
« Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as maiy urchias, 
„% Would make ſuch feartul and contuſed cries, 
„As any mortal body, hearing it, 
« Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
No ſooner had they told this hellith tale, 
« But ſtraight they told me, they would bind me here, 
« Unto the body of a diſ:nal ewe, 
« And leave me to this miſerable death: 
And then they call'd me foul adultereſs, 
. aſcivious Goth, and all the bittere l terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effet. 
and had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This veggeance on me had they executed. 
kevenge it, as you love your mother's liſe; 
Or be ye not from henceforth call d my children. 
Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. 
[ Stabs Baſſi anus. 
Chi. And this for me, ſtruck home to thew my 
ſtrength. [Stabbing him likewije, 
Lav, Ay, come, Semiramis; —nay, barbarous La- 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. [nora ; 
Tam. Give me thy poniard; you ſhall know, my 
boys, 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more beloags to her. 
Firſt threſh the corn, then aſter burn the licaw. 
1 his minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
and with that painted cope the braves your Mightineſ; 
And (hall the carry this unto her grave? 
Chi, Au' if the do, | would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her huſband to fome ſecret hole, 
and make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. 
Zam. But when you have the honey you deſire, 
Let not this waſp outlive, us both to ſting. 
Chi. 1 warrant, Madam, we will make that ſure. 
Come, Miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
Aat nice-preſerved honeſty of your's. 
Lav, O Tamora, thou bear'ſt a woman's face —— 
Tam, I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her, 
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Lad. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a ward, 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam; let it be your glory 

To ice ber tears; but be your heart to them 

As unrelenticg nts to drops of rain. 

Lo. hen did thetyger's young ones teach the dam? 

O, Uo not teach ber wrath, ſhe taught ic thee, 

The milk thou ſuck'dit from her did turn to marble; 

Fren at thy teat thou hadit thy tyranny, 

Yet every mcther breeds not ſons alike; 

Do thou intreat her, flew a weman pity. [To Chiron, 
Ci. What! would i chou have me prove myleit a 

baſtard ? 
Lav. Tis true, the raven doth not hatch the lark: 

Vet have | heard, (oh could I find it now !), 

1 ke lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 

7 © have his princely paus par'd all away, 

eme ſay, that ravens foller ſorlorn children, 

The wlilit their own birds ſamiſh in their neſts : 

Oh, Le to we, tho' thy hard heart fay No, 

Nothing fo kind, but ſomething pititul. 

Tam, 1 know not what it means, Away with her, 
I av. Ch, let me teach thee: for my father's ſake, 

(That vere thee lite, wien well he might have flain 

ke rot oldurate, open thy deaf ears. [thce), 
7 u. Hall chou in perion ne'er cffended me, 

Fven {or his ſike am I wow pitileſs. 

Ferember, boys, I pour d forth tears in vain, 

Jo {.ve your brother from the ſacrifice; 

Fit fierce Audronicus would not relent. 

1 l.erefore away with her, and uſe her as you will; 

1 ke vorte to her, the better lov'd of me. 

1 av. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle Queen, 

And vth thize oun hands kill me in this place; 

For 'tis not life that 1 have begg'd fo long; 

P. or | was flain when B. nauus dy'd, [me go. 
Tam, What begy it thou then? fond woman, let 
Lav. 'Tis pretertccath | beg; and one thing wore, 

J hat wome:.houd denies my tongue to tell. 

C kcep me from their worte than- billing lult, 

Aud wuble me into tome lothſome pit; 

M kere rever man'scye may behuld my body. 

Vo this, and bs a charitable murderer, 
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. Tam. So ſhon!1 1 rob my ſweet ſons of their fee. 
No ; let them ſatisfy their luſt on thee, | 
Dem, Away! for thou halt aid us here too long. 
Lav. No grace? no womanhood ? ah beaſtly crea- 


m The blot and enemy of our general name [ture ? 
Coufuſion fall 

Chi, Nay, then Ill Rop your mouth Bring thou 

, her huſband, [Dragging of Lavinia. 
This is the hole where Aaron bids us hide hun. [ Exeuz. 

an. Tam, Farewell, my ſons ; ſee that you make her ſure, 


if a Ne'er let my heart know merry chear indeed, 
| ill all th' Andronici be made away. 

Now will 1 hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
and let my ſpleenful ſous this trull deflow'sr, [Exit.. 


5 i Is Bb VI. 
Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus, 


Jar. Come on, my Lords, the better foot beſore; 
Strait will 1 bring you to the lothiome pit, 
Where leſpied the panther faſt aſleep. 
Qin. My light w very dull. whate'er it bodes. 
Har. And mine, I promiſe you; were't not for thame, 
Well could I leave our ſport to ſleep a while. 
[Marcus alli into the pit. 
Quin. What, art thou fallen? what ſubtle hole i: this, 
Whote mouth is cover'd with rude growing briars, 
Upon whole leaves are drops of new-thed blood, 
As freth as morning dew diatill'd on flowers? 
A very fatal place it ſeems to me, 
L Speak, brother, bait thou hurt thee with the fall! 
Mar. O brother, with the diſmalleſt object, 
That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament. 
Har. Now will 1 tetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely gueis, 
ne £9. How theſe were they that made away his brother. 
in, let [Exit Aaron, 


$S CE NE VII, 


Mar. Why doit not comfort me, and help me cut 
From this unhallow'd and blood - itained hole? 
Quin. I am ſurpriſed with an uncouth fear; 
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A chiſing ſweat cer runs my trembling joints ; 
* Feart tulpect> more than mine eye can fee. 

vr. 106 prove thou halt a true-Givining heart, 
Kuran ard thou look down into the den, 
Anke afteartul fight of blood and death. 

Zan. aaron is gone; and my compallionate heart 
V nat permit my eyes once to behold 
he thing whereart it trembles by ſurmiſe. 
tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was la child, to fear I know not what. 

Jr Lord Baſhanus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a fliughter'd lamb, 
I: hes deteſted, dark, blood - drinking pit. 
Quai n. 1 it be duk, how doft thou know tis he 
Mar U, . his bloody finger he deth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole; 
Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 
Deth ſhite upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And ihews the ragued intrails of this pit. 
So pale did {hine the moon on Pyramus, 
hen he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
© brother, help me with thy f.inting hand 
let tear hath made thee ſaiut, as me it bath) 
Out ef this fell Cevouring receptacle, 
As h+tetui as Coq tus milty mouth, 

Qiu. Reach me thy hand, that I may help Lice Out, 
Or, war ting nreng th to do thee to much good, 
i wavy be pluck d into the [wallowing womb 
(1 this cceg pit, poor Haſlienus' grave, 
have no ilreuwgth to pluck thee to the brick. 

Mar- ind 1 no ftrength to climb without thy help. 

Zulu. Thy hand once more; 1 will not louie again, 

Ju thou art here aloft, or 1 4 


e 


Ihcu cat.tt not core to me, | come to thee. [ Falls in. 


CENE VIII. Exmtcrite Emperer, and Aaron. 


Cat, Along with re. Ul ice what hole is here, 
An what be is that now 1s lep d into't. 
Suy, who wt ihowthort lately didit deicend 
iytoths g ping hollow of the ea: th? 

Mar. ba unhappy fer of oli andronices, 
Brought Either wa et uniuiky hour, 


a) 1 fl. Ss © 4 af i@u.Cit.cs 


5 91 £7 uy 


2. 


e Our, 


help. 


again, 


alls 1 7, 


ron, 


here, 


Sc. 6. Titus Arndronicus. 189 


o find thy brother Baſſianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead? 1 know thou dolt but jeſt. 
He and his lady both ate at the lodge, 
Upon the north file of this pleaſant chaſe : 
'Tis not an hour fince 1 left him there. 

Mar. We know 10t where yon left him all alive, 
Put out, alas! here have we found him dead. 


Fnter Tamora wth T7ttendarnts, ndronicus, and Lucius. 


Tam, Where is my Lord the King ? 
Cat, Here, ,Tamora, though griev'd with killing 
riet. 

Tam. M here is thy brother Raſſianus? 

Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thoutearch my wound; 
P. or Beſſianus here hes murthered. 

Tau. Then ail too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The comp lot of this timeleis trage.'y ; 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleaſing fauiles iuch murderous tyranuy. 

[She groeth Saturniuus @ letter 


Saturninus reads tte letter. 
Ard if wwe miſs te meet hi tandſomely, 


Seveet buniſman, Baſſiunus tis wwe mean ; 
Do thou fo mach as dig the grave for him, 
Thau know'ft our meaning : loch for thy reward 
Anzug the nettles at the elder tree, 
Ii hich everſpades the routh cf that ſame pit, 
ere wwe ceereed to bury Baſſianus. 
Do this, and purebaſe us thy laſting friends, 
Sat. Oh, Tawora! was ever heard the like:? 
This is the pit, and this the elder - tree. 
Look, Sirs, it you can find the huntſmin out, 
That ſhould have mui ther d Baſſi uus here. 
Aar. My gracious Lord, here s the bag of gold. 
Sat. Two f thy whelps, tell curs of bloody kind, 
Bave here bereft my brother ot his life, [To l uus. 
dirs, drag them from tie pit unto the priſoa ; 
1 here let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard ot torturing: pain for them. 


Tam M hat, are they iu this pit? oh woadrous thing! 
How ci. y u ur det is GIUCUE oc ? 
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It. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not I'ightl; thed, 
That this fell fault of my accucſe.! ſons, 
(Accuried, if the fault be prov'd in them 

Sat. It it be prov'd! you ſce, it is apparent. 

Who found this letter? Tamoia, was it you? 

Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my Lord: yet let me be their bail. 
For, by my father's reverend tomb, 1 vow, 
They thall be ready at your Highneſs? will, 

To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives, 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them: ſee thou follow me. 
Some briag the murther'd body, ſome the murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain : 
For, by my ſoul, were there worie end thaa death, 
'That end upon them ſhould be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, I will intreat the King; 
Fear not thy ſons, they ſhall do well enough, 

Tit, Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to talk with 

them. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


) 
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Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, raviſb d; 
her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out, 


Dem. So, now go tell (an' if thy tongue can ſpeak) 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravith'd thee, 

Chi. Write duwn thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo; 
And (it thy ſtumps will let thee) play the ſcribe. 

Dem. See how with figns and tokens ſhe can ſcrowl. 

Chi. Go home, call tor ſweet water, waſh thy hands, 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, or hands to walh ; 
And ſo let's Jeave her to het filent walks. 

Chi, If were my caſe, I ould go hang myſelf. 

Dems. I thou hadit hands to help thee kuit the cord 

[Exeunt, Dem. and Chiron 


LS 5 % WS © Enter Marcus 72 Lavinia. 


Mar, Who's this, my niece, that flies away fo faſt ? 
Coulin, a word; where is your huſband ? 
IH 1 do dream, would all my wealth would wake me ! 
H I do wake, ſome planet Rrike me down, 
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That I may flamber in eternal ſleep ! 

Speak. geat!2 niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 

Have lopp'd, and hzw'd, and made thy body bare 
f her two branckes, thoſe ſweet ora2 ments, 


Whoſe circling ſhadows Kings have fouzht to ſleep in! 


And might not gain fn gre: «2 happineſs, 
As have thy love ! why doſt not ſpeak to me? 
Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 
+ Like to a bubbling fourtain ſtirr'd with wind, 
« Doth riſe and fall between thy roſy lips, 
* Comn:ing and going with tky honey breath. 
But, fore, ſome Tereus hath deflowered thee ; 
And, leſt thou thould't detect hin, cut thy tongue, 
Ah, now thou turn ſt aw1y thy face for ſhawe ! 
And, notwithitanding all this loſs of blood, 
(As from a conduit with three iſſuing ſpouts), 
Yet do thy checks look red as Titan's face, 
Bluſhing to be encountreꝗ with a cloud. 
Shall 1 ſpeak for thee ? ſhall 1 ſay, tis ſo ? 

O that 1 knew thy heart, and knew the beaſt, 
Tha I might rail at him to eaſe my mind 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven (opt, 


Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 


Fair Plilomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 

And ia a tedious ſamplzr ſew'd her mind. 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee; 

A craſtier Tereus haſt thou met witL-l, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That could have better ſew'd than Philomel. 

Oh, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lily hands 
Tiemble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute, 

And make the ſilken itrings delight to kiſs them; 
Be would not then have tauch 4 them for his lie. 
Or had he heard the heav 'uly harmony, 

Which that ſweet tongue hath made; 

ne would have dropp'd his knite, and ſell all:ep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's teer, 

Come, let us go, and mate thy fatber bliuc ; 

For tuck a tight will bliad a father's eye. 

One hour's ſtorm will droun the fragrant meals, 
What will wucle months of tears thy tather's eyes ? 
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Do not draw back, tor we will mnurn with thee : 
Oh, could our mourning cate thy miyery ! [Exeunt. 


1 S CEN S L 
A fireet in Rome, 


Enter the Tudzes and Senatert, with Marcns and Quin- 
tus bound, paſſing on the tage te the luce of execu- 
tion, and Titus going before, pleading. 


Tit. Far me, great fathers ; noble Tribunes, ſtay, 
For pity of mine age. whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept : 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel thed, 
For all the froſty nights that I have watch'd, 
And for theſe bitter tears, which you now ſee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 
W hoſe ſouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought. 
For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 
Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 
' [Andronicus lieth down, and the Judges paſs by lim. 
For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, in the duſt | write 
My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's ſad tears: 
Let my tears ſtanck the earth's dry appetite, 
My ſons' ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh: 
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, [Excunt. 
That ſhall diftil from theſe two ancient urns, 
Than youthtul April ſhall with all his ſhowers ; 
In ſummer's drought I'll drop upon thee ſtill; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the ſaow ; 
And keep eternal ſpring- time on thy face, 
So thou retule to drink my dear fons' blood, 


Enter Lucius with bis brd drawn, 


Oh, reverend Tribunes! gentle aged men! 
Unbind my ſons, reverſe the doom of death: 
And let me ſay, (that never wept before), 
iy tears are now prevailing orators. 
Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in vain ; 
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The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by ; 

And you recount your ſorrows to a ſtone. 
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead ;— 

Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you — 
Luc, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you ſpeak. 
Tit Why, tis no matter, man; it they did hear, 

They would not mark me; or it they did mark, 

They would not pity me. 

Therefore | tell my for: ows to the ſtones, 

M ho, tho' they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 

Yet in 'ome ſort they're better than the i ribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale: 

When 1 do weep, they humbly at my feet 

Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 

A ſtone is ſoft as wax, Tribunes more bard than ſtones ; 

A ftone is ſilent, and offenceth not: 

And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death: 

But wherefore ſtand'ſt then with thy weapon drawn? 
Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death; 

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 

My everlaiting doom of baniſhment. 
Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee. 

M hy, toolith Lucius, dolt thou not perce ve, 

That Rome is but a wilderneis of tygers ! 

Tyzers mult prey, and Rome aſſords no prey 

But ne and mine; how happy art thou then, 

From theſe devourers to be banithed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 


EE = VT 5 II. 
Euter Marcus and Lavinia. 


Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 
Or, if not ſo, thy noble heart to break: 
bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Tit. Will it conſume me? let me lee it then. 
Par, i his was thy daughter, 
Tit. Why, Marcus, {io the is. 
Luc. Ah we! this ol jet kills me. 
Tit. Faii.t-hearted boy, ar iſe and look upon her. 
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Speak, my Laviuia; what accurſed hand 

Hath made thee handleſs, in thy father's ſpight? 

What fool hath added water to the fra ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy? 

My grief was at the height before thou cam It, 

And now, like Nilus, it diſdaineth bounds. 

Give me a ſword, I'll chop oF my hands too, 

Fer they have fought for Rome, and all in vain : 

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding lie: 

In boatle's prayer have they been held up, 

And they have ſcrv'd me to effectleſs uſe. 

Now a!l the ſervice I require cf them, 

Is, that the one will help to cur the other. 

*Tis weil, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 

For hands to do Rome ſervice are but vain. 
Luc. Speak, gentle filter, who hath martyr's thee ? 
Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thor ghtis, 

That blabb'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

Where, like a ſweet melodious bird, it ſung 

Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear! 
Luc. O, ſay thou for ber, who hath dore this decd ? 
Mar. O, thus 1 found her ſtrayiag in the park, 

Secking to bide herſelt; as doth the deer, 

That hath receiv d ſome unrecut ing wound. 

5 Tit. It was my deer; and he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead. 

For now | ſtand, as one upon a rock, 

Inviron'd with a wildernets of ſea. 

ho marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave; 

Expecting ever when ſome envious ſurge 

„Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 

'T his way to death my wretched ſons are gone; 

Here ſtands my other ton, a banith'd man; 

And here my brothe , weeping at my woes. 

But that which gives my foul the greateſt ſpurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my foul, 

Had i but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 

« It would have madded me. What ball I do, 

Now | behold thy lovely body ſo? 

Thou hait no hands to wipe away thy tears, 

Nor tongue to tell me who bath martyr'd thee ; 
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Thy huſband he is dead; and for hiz death 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this, 
Look Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her: 
« When I did name her brothers, then treth tears 
« Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey-dew 
« Upon a gather'd lily almoſt wither'd. 
Mar. Perchance th: weeps becauſe they kill'd her 
hutband ; 
Perchance becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 
Tit. If they did kill thy huſb ind, then be joyſul, 
Becauſe the law hath ta'en tevenge on then. 
No, no, they would not do to foul a deed ; 
W:tneſs the ſorrow that their filter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe. 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius 
And thou, and l, fit round about fone fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our checks, 
How they are ſtain'd like meadows yet not dry 
With miry ſlime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain ſhall we gaze ſo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clzarne(, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitt 
Or ſhall we cut away our h 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues, a 
Paſs the remainder of our h. 
What ſhall we dp? let us that have our tongues, 
Plot ſome device of further miſery, 
To make us wond'red at in time to come. 
Luc. Sweet father, ceaſe your tears; for at your grief 
Sce how my wretched filter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar, Patience, dear niece; good Titus, dry thine 
eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine; 
For thou, poor man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc, Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ; 1 underitand her ſigns; 
Had the a tongue to ſpeak, now would the ſay 
That to her brother which | ſaid to thee. 
His napkin, with bis true tears all bewet, 
Can do no ſervice on her forrowtul cheeks, 
Vor. VI. * 
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Oh what a ſympathy of wee is this! 
As far ſrom help as Limbo is from bliſs, 


SCENE III. Enter Aaron, 


Har. Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor 
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy ſons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyſelf, old Titus, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And ſend it to the King; he for the ſame 
Will ſend thce hither both thy ſons alive, 
And that ſhall be the ranſom for their ſault. 

Tit, Oh, gracious Emperor! oh, gentle Aaron! 

Did ever raven fing ſo like a lark, 

That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe ? 

With all my heart, I'll fend the Emperor my hand, 
Cood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, ſatber; for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown Cown ſo many enemies, 

Shall not be ſent; my hand will ſerve the turn, 
My youth can beiter tpare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine fliall fave my brothers? lives, 

Mar. Which of your hands have not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax, 

Writing deſtruction on the enemies! caſtle ? 
Oh, none of both but are of high deſert: 

My hand hath been but idle, let it ſerve 

To ranſom my two nephews from their death; 
Then have I kept it to a werthy erd. 

Aar. Nay, come, agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
Fer fear they die before their parcon come. 

Mar. My hand ſhall go. 

Luc. By heav'n, it ſhall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking up, ard therefore mine, 

Luc. Sweet father, if 1 ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. Ard tor our father's ſake, and mother's care, 
Now let me ſhew a brother's love to thee, 

Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpare my hand. 

Luc, 1 hen Ill go fetch an ax. 

Mar. But 1 will uſe the ax. 

LExeunt Lucius and Marcus. 
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Tit. Come hither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both; 
Lend me thy band, and I will give thee mine. 
Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
An never, whilit I Ive, deceive men ſo. 
But Pl deceive yoa in another fort, 
And that, you'll ſay, ere half an hour paſs. Aide. 
He cuts off Titus's hand, 


Enter Lacius and Marcus again, 


Tit, Now, (lay your ſtrife ; what ſhall be, is diſpatch'd. 
Gool Aaron, give his Majeſty my hand. 
Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers, bid him bury it. 
More hath it merite ; that let it have. 
As for my ſans, ſay, I account of then 
As jewels purchas'd at aa eaſy price; 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own, 
Aar. I go, Audronicus; and tor thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee. 
Their heads, I mean,—Oh, how this villuay [Le. 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it! 
Let fools do good, and fair mea call for grace, 
Aaron will have his foul black like his face. Exit. 
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Tit. O hear l liſt this one hand up to heav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth, 
It any power pities wretched tears, 
To that 1 call, What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n thall hear our prayers, 
or with our ſighs we'll breath the welkin dim, 
And tain the ſun with fogs, as ſometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 

Mar. Oh! brother, ſpeak with pollthilities, 
And do not break into theſe woe-exiremes. 

Tit Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paſſi aus bottowleſs with them. 

Mar. Bat yet let reaſon govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, - 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
it the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad, 
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Threat'ning the welkin with his big-ſwoln face ? 
Aud wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil? 

I am the ſea ; hark, how her ſighs do blow, 
Che is the weeping — I the earth. 

1 hen muſt my ſea be moved with her ſighs, 
Then mult my earth with her continual tears 
Become a Celuge, overflow'd and erown'd : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But Ike a drunkard, mult I vomit them. 

Ihen give me leave, for lofers will have leave 
To cale their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a Auger, bringing ia two beads and a hand. 


Ale” Werthy Andi onicus, ill art thou repay'd 
Fir that god hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor, 
Ii:re 4:6 the heads of thy two noble fons, 

And here's the hard in ſcorn to thee ſent back, 
Thy gricl's their ſport, thy reſolution mock'd. 
That vce is me to think upon thy wces, 

Nc re than remembrance ot my father's death, [| Exi:, 

Jr. Now. let hot Ætna cool in Sicily, 

Ard Le my heart an ever-burning hell! 

Thetze mi'cries are more than may be borne! 

To wcep with them that weep, doth eaſe ſome deal“; 
Put tcrrow fouted at, is Couble death. 

Luc, Ah, that this ſiaht ſhould make fo deep a wound, 
Ard yet detetted lite not ſhrink ther eat; 

] hut ever death ſhould let life bear bibs name, 
M here lite hath ro more intereſt but to breathe! 

Mar, Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſs, 
As frozen water to a ſtarved inake, 

Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an end? 

Mar. New, farewell, flattery ! die, Andronicus ; 
Thou doſt not fluniber; fee, thy two ſons' heads, 
Thy warlke hand, thy mangled daughter, here; 

Thy other baniſh'd ſon with this dear ſight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs; and thy brother I, 
Even ke a ſteny image, cold and numb. 

Ah! now no more will 1 controul thy grief: ; 
Kend off thy filver hair, thy other hand 
Gaawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal ſight 
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The cloſing up of your moſt wretched eyes! 
Now is a time to Rorm, why art thou (till ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, 3a 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh ? it fits not with this hqur, 
Tit. Why, 1 have not another tear to ſhed, 
Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy. 
And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears. 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenge's cave? 
For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
And threat me, 1 ſhall never came to bliſs, 
Till all theſe miſchiets be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them, 
Coine, let me ſee, what taſk I have to do 
You heavy people, circie me about, 
'T hat I may turn me to each one of you, 
And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. Came, brother, take a head 
And in this hand the other will 1 bear. 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ d in theſe things; 
Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth. 
As tor thee, boy, go get thee from my ſight, 
Thou art an exile, and thou malt not ſtay. 
Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an army there ; 
And if you love me, as i think you do, 
Let's kils and part, tor we have much todo [Exeur?, 


SCENE V. Manet Lucius, 


Luc. Farewell, An ronicus, my noble father, 
The wotull' d man that ever liv'4 in Rome; 
Farewell proud Rome; till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges de rer than his life; 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble ſitter, 

O, would thou wert as thou totore haſt been! 
But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion and hateful griefs ; 

It Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 


And unte proud Saturninus and his Empreſs 


Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his Queer, 
Now will 1 to the Guths and raite a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius, 
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SCENE VI. Anapartmentin Titus houſe, 
A banquet. 
Eyler Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a boy, 


Tit. do ſo, now fit; and look you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt fo much ſtrength in us 
As wi'l revenge theſe bitter woes of ours, 
Marcns, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
An cannat paſſionate our tenfold grief 
With felded arms This poor right hand of mine 
Is left ro tyrannize upon my breait 
And when my heart, all mad with miſery, 
Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſu, 
Then thus | thump it down. 
Thou map of woe, that thus doſt talk in ſigns ! 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it Rill 
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans; 
Or ger ſome little knife between thy teeth, 
An juſt ayainſtthy heart make thou a hole, 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that fink, and ſoaking in, 
brown the lamenting foal in ſea - ſait tears. 
Mar, Fie, brother. fie, teach her not tlius to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender lite, 
Tit. How now ! has ſorrow male thee doat already. 
hy. Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I; 
bat v lent hands can ſhe lay on her life? 
Ar wheiefcreColt thou urge the name of hands, — 
T- hi TYneas tell the tale twice o'er, 
H w Trey was burnt, and be made miſerable ? 
O handle not the theme; no talk of hands. 
Leſt we remember fill that we have none. 
Fie, fir, how fran tiely I ſquare my talk, 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
It Harcus 614 not name the word of hands? 
Come, let's fall to, and, gentle girl, eat this, 
Here is no drink : hark, Marcus. what the fays, 
can interpret all her martyr'd ſigns. 
She ſays, the drinks no other drink but tears, 
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Brew'd with her ſorrows, meſh'd upon her cheeks : 
Speechleſs complaint !—0O, 1 will learn thy thought 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
As begying hermits in their holy prayers. 
Thou thalt not figh, nor hold thy ſtumps to heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a ſign, 
But I of theſe will reſt an alphabet, 
And by (till practice learn to know thy meaning. 
Bey. Good grandſire, leave theſe bitter, deep laments; 
Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weep to fee his grandſite's heavinels ! 
Tit. Peace, tender ſapling; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy lite away. 
F Milarcus ſtrikes the diſh with a knie. 
What doit thou ſtrike at. Marcus, with thy knife? 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my Lord, a fly. 
Tit, Out on thee, murderer; thou kill'it my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus' brother; get thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not for my company. 
Mar Alas, my Lord, I have but kill'd a fly.“ 
Tit. But ?—how if that fly had a father and mother 
* How would he hang his ſlend er gilded wings, 
And buzz laments and dolings in the air? 
* Poor harmlets fly, | 
* That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry; 
And thou haſt kill'd him.“ 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir; it was a black ill - fuvour d fly, 
Liks to the Emprels' Moor; theretore I kill'd him. 
Tit. O, O. O, 
Then pardon me tor reprehending thee, 
For thou haſt done à charitable deed 
Give me thy knife ! will inſult on him, 
Flattering mylelf, as it it were the Moor 
Come hither purpotely to poiton me. 
There's for taytelf, and that's for Tamora, 
Len (ll 1 think we are not brought fo low, 
Buc that between us we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneis of a coai-black Moor, 
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Mar. Alas, poor man, grief has ſo wrought on him. 

He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſlubſtances. | 

Come, take away; Lavinia go with me; 

IN to thy cloſet, and go rea with thee 

Sad tories chanced in the times of old. 

Come. boy, and go with me; thy ſight is young, 

And thou ſhalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 
[Exeunt, 


WE Be a. Vo = © 4 ts Ms © 
Titus's houſe. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him; and 
toe by flies from her, with bis books under his arm. 
Enter Titus aud Marcus. 


Bey. Help, grand ſire, help; my aunt Lavinia 

Follows me every where. | kaow not why 

Good uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift the comes: 

Alas, ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean! 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aune. 
Tit She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm, 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, the did. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by theſe ſigns ? 
Tit. Fear thou not. Lucius, tomewhat doth ſhe mean: 

See, Lucius, fee how much the makes of thee : 

Some whither would the have thee go with her, 

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 

Kead to her tons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tully s oratory. 

Canſt tuou not guels wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My Lord. I know not, I, nor can I guels, 

Unlels tome fit or frenzy do poſſeſs ber: 

For 1 have heard my grandfire lay full oft, 

Extremity of grief would make nen mad. 

And I have read. that tiecuba of Troy 

Riu mad thiough torrow; that made me to fear, 

Although, my Lord, I know my noble aunt 

Loves me a> dear as e er my mother did; 

A: .. wouid not, but in lu y, fright my youth; 

W hich m de me down to throw my book-, and fly, 

Cauicleis perhaps: but pardon me, Iu ect auut; 
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And, Madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will moſt willingly attend your Ladythip, 

Maur. Lucius, I will. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this ! 
dome hock there is that the delires to ſee. 

Which is it, girl, of theſe? open them, boy, 
Bat thou art deeper read, and better (kill'd ; 
Come, and make choice of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy forrow, till the heav'ns 
Rectal the dama'd coutriver of this deed, 

\i hat book? 

Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 

Afar, I think ſhe means that there was more than ons 
Conſederate in the fact, Ay, more there was; 

Or eiſe to heav'n ſhe heaves them for revenge, 

Tit. Lucius, what book is that ſhe toſſes [o ? 

B:y. Grandlire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphoſes 3 
My mother gave it me. 

Mar, For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ihe cull'd it from among the reſt, 

Tit. Soſt ! ſee how bulily ſhe turns the leaves! 
Help her: what would ſhe find ? Lavinia, ſhall I real? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Tercus' treaſon, and his rape 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. [ leaves, 

Mar. See, brother, ſee; note how the quotes ths 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpris'd, ſwect girl, 
Raviſh'd and wrong d as Philomela was, 

Forc'd in the tuthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods? 

See, fee, ; 
Ay, ſuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had we never, nec<. haunted there!) 

Pattern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 

By nature made for murCers and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why thou!d Nature build fo foul a den, 
Unlefs the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give ſigns, tweet girl, for here are none but 
What Roman Lord it was durſt do the deed : | triends, 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erit, 

J hat left the camp to ſin in Lucrece bed? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet niece ; brother ſit down by 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, | [me 
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Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 
My Lord, look here; ſook here, Lavinia. 
[He writes his name with his H, and guides it 

with his ſeet and meuth. 
This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canſt, 
I his after me, when l have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hard at all. 
Curs'd be that heart that forc'd us to this ſhift ! 
Write thou, good niece ; and here diſplay, at leaſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge ; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy ſorrows plain, 
T hat we may know the traitors aud the truth ! 


[She takes the flaſf in her mouth, and guides it 
with ber ſlumps, and writes. 


Tit. Oh, do you read, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stuprum, Chiran, Demetrius. 
Mar. What, what ! _— — the luſtſul ſons of Tamora 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 
Tit. Magne Regnator poli, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera! tam lenitus vides ! 
Mar. Oh, calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 
There is enough written upon this earth 
To ſtir a mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia, kneel; 
And kneel, ſweet boy, the Roman HeRar's hope, 
And ſwear with me, (as with the woful peer, 
And father of that chaſte diſtonour d dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece' rape), 
That we will proſecute by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traitzrovs Goths ; 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach, 
Tit, Tis ſure enough, if you knew bow, 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware, 
The dam will wake; and if the wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply ſtill in league; 
And lulls him whilk ſhe playeth on her back, 
And, when he ſleeps, will ſhe do what ſhe lift. 
You're a young huntſman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, 
And with a gad ot Reel will write theſe words, 
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And lay it by; the angry northern wind 

Will blow theſe ſands. like Sibyl's leaves, abroad, 

And where's your leſſon then! Boy, what ſay you! 
Boy. I ſay, my Lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be fafe, 

For theſe bad bond-men to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 

For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, fo will i, an' if I live. 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armoury, 

Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 

Shall carry from me to the Empreſs” ſons 

Preſents that I intend to ſend them both. 

Come, come, thou'lt do my meſſige, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their boſom, grandſire. 
Tit. No, boy, not io; FIl teach thee another courle, 

Lavinia, come; Maicus, look to my houlc : 

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court; 

Ay, marry, will we, Sir; and we'll be waited on. 

fExeunt, 
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man grouc, 

And not relent, or not compaſſion him? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecitaſy, 

That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 

Than foe-mens' marks upon his batter'd thield ; 

But yet ſo juit, tt. at he will not revenge: 

Revenge thee, heav'ns, tor old Andronicus. [Exits 


SCENE II. Changes to the palace. 


Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at ane door; and 
at anether door, young Lucius and anzther, with a 
bundle of weapons, and verſes writ upon then. 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the ſon of Lucius ; 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad grandfa- 
ther. | 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, 
I zreet your Honours from Andronicus ; 
And pray the Roman gods confound you both. 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what's the news ? 
Boy, That you are both decypher'd (that's the news) 
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For villains mark'd with rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My grandſire, well advis'd, hath ſent by ve e 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armoury, 
To gratiſy your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome; for ſo he bade me ſay: 
And ſo 1 do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And fo 1 leave you both, like bloody villains # Ex. 
Dem, What's here? a ſcrowl, and written round a- 
Let's ſee. bout? 
Integer vite, ſeeleriſque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nc arcu. 
Chi. O, *tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well: 
read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay, juſt; a verſe in Horace——right, you 
have it 
Now, what a thing it is to be an aſs! 
Here's no fond jelt ; th' old man hath found their guilt, 
And ſends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty Empreſs well a-foot, : 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit : 
But let her reit in her unreſt a while. 
And now, young Lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome ſtrangers, and more thau fo, 
| Captives, to be advanced to this height? 
It did me good before the palace-gate, 
To brave the Tribune in his brother's bearing. 
Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a Lord 
Baſely inſinuate, and fend us gitts. 
Aar. Had he not reaſon, Lord Demetrius? 
Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly? 
Dem. 1 would we had a thouſand Roman dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. 
Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to ſay Amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouland more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given us 
over, F Flouri/'. 
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Dem. Why do the Emp'ror's tru-npets flonrich thus? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the E np'ror hath a 1on. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here? — 


$SCENSE m. 
Enter Nurſe, with a Blauct-a-moar chill. 


Nur. Good morrow, Lords: 
©, tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor? 
Aar. Well, more or leis, or ne er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all un one: 
Now help, or woe betide thee ever more! 
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doit thou keep ? ? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine ar.us ! 
Nur. O that which | would hide iron heaven's eye, 
Our Emprets thame, an. ſtatel) Rome's dugrace. 
She is delivered, Lords, {he is deliver d. 
Aar. To whom? 
Nur | mean the is brought to bed, 
Aar. Well, God give her good red! 
What hath he ſent her ? 
Nur. A devil ſſue. 
Aar. Why, then ſhe is the devi!'s dam: a joyſul u- 
Nur A joy leis, diimal, black, and turrowtul utue, 
Here is the babe, as lothiome as a toad, 
Amony(t the tairelt breeders of our chue. 
The Empreſs fends it thee, thy vamp, thy ſeal; 
And bids thee cbriiten it with thy dagger s point. 
Aar. Cut, out, you whore ! is black fo baic a hue ? 
Sweet blowſe, you are 4 beauteous blutſum, iure. 
Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done? 
Har. That which thou canit not unio, 
Chi. Thou hait undune our muiner 
Dem. Woe to her chance, and damn'd her lothed 


Accurs'd the offspring of io toul a fend [ choice, 
Chi. It ſhall not live, 


Aar. It ſhall not die. 
Nur. Aaron, it muſt; the mother wills it fo. 
Aar. What, muſt it, nurie? then let no man but 1 
Do execution on wy fleth and blood. 
_ i} bruach the _—_— on Wy rapier point. 
CL. VI. 
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Nurſe, give it me, my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 

Har. Sooner this {word ſhall plow thy bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother ! 
N. w. by the burring tapers of the ſky, 

That ſhone fo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my {cymitar's ſharp point, 

That ronches this my firlt born foo and heir. 

I tell you, younglings, nor Enceladus, 

With all his threat'ning ban of Typhon's brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

Shall teize this prey out of his father's han''s 
What, what, y* en{anguine thaliow-hear ted boys, 
Ye vhite-hm'd walls, ye alehouſe- painted ſigns, 

_ Coal-black is better than ancther kue, 

In that it feorns to bear another hue ; 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can nev-r turn the ſv an's black leps to white, 
Although the lave thein hourly in the od, 

Jell the r mpre!s from me, 1 am of age 

T «© keep mine den; ex<uie it Row the can, 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 

Aar Vy miſtreis is my mittreſs; this, mytelt, 
The vigour and the picture of my youth, 

This before all the world do | preter ; 
This, waudte all tte won, will | keep ſafe ; 
r tome ot you th.ll «© oke tor it in Komme. 

Dem By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 

(i. Rome will deip''e der tor this foul elicape. 

Nur The Eu peror in bis rage will doom her death. 

Chi 1 bluth 16 think upon this i nomimy. 

Aar. \\ hy, there's the provileze your beauty bears. 
Fie, treat herous bue, that will betray with blutung 
J he cloie enacts «td Cc uncle of the heart! 

Ficte's & your la t mo of cnocher leer; 

Lo. k how the bla: k live lu. e. u, ON the tather; 
A vho lhouts lay, ** Glad lad, am thing own?” 
He is your brother, Lords ; 1enlibiy ted 

Oi that ieli-blood tha firlt ; ave lite to you 3 

Aud tro th t wor b where you nnpiicu's were, 
He is inbrarcÞi.ed. ard come to hight, | 
Nay, he's your brother by the ture ſide, 
Although my ic is Ramped 1 Eis Laces 
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Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay nato the T.moreſ; ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſabicribe to thy advice. 
Save thou the child, fo we may be all ſafe- 
Har. Then fit we down, and ler us all coaſult. 
My ſon and 1 will have the wind of you. 
Keep there : now talk at plealure of your ſafety. 
| [They fit on the ground. 
Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his? 
Aar. Why, io, brave Lords; when we all join in 
I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor, CLieague, 
de chafed boar, the mauntain-lioneſs 
The ocean ſwelis nt fo as Aaron ſlorins. 
But fay again, how many faw the child? 
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and mylelf —— 
And no ore elle but the deiiver'd Empreſs. 
Aar. The Empreſs, the midwiſe, and yourſelf —- 
Two may keep counſel, when the third's away, 
Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this 1 ſaid [ He Kills ber, 
Week, —week —ſo crics a pig prepar'd to th ſpit. 


Dem, What mean'ſt thou, Aaron? wherelfore didk 


thou this ? 
Aar. O Lord, Sir, 'tis a dee of policy, 
Shall ſhe Ive to betray this 2nilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babling goſſip? no, Lords, no, 
And now be it known to you my full intent : 
Not far, on2 Mulitzus hves, my conntrymun, 
His wife but yeternaight was bronght to bed, 
Ilis child is like to her, fair as you are. 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circam'tance of all; 
And how by this their child thail be advanc d, 
And be received for the Emp'ror's heir, 
And ſubhſtituted in the place of mine, 
To «aim this tenpeſt whirling ia the court; 
and let the Finperoe dandle him for his own, 
Hark ye, my Lords, ye ſee | have given her phyſi, 
And yon mut needs beſtow her funeral, 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms, 
This done, ſee that you take no longer days, 
But fend the mid wife preſently to me. 
The midwile and the nurie well made away, 
8 2 
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Then let the ladies tattle whar they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, I ſee thou wilt not truſt the air 

With ſecrets, 
Dem For this care of Tamora, 

Herſelf and her's are highly hour d to thee. [Freunt. 
Aar Now to the Goths as ſwift as ſwallow flies, 

7] here to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms 

And fecrerly to greet the Fmpreſe' friends. 

Crowe cn, you thick'd-lip ſlave. I bear you hence, 

For it i« yu that put us to our ſhifts, 

IN m ke you feed on herries, and on rants, 

And ſeaſt on curds and whey. and ſuck the goat, 

Ard cal-b'n in a cave; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, and cemmand a camp. (Exit, 


SCENE IV. AMA flreet near the palace. 


Enter Titas, old Marcus, yeung Lucius, and other Gen» 
. tlemen with bewws ; and Titus bears the arrows with 
letters on the end of them. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come; kinſmen, this is the way, 
Sir bey. now let me ſee your archery. 
Look ye draw home enovgh, and 'tis there ſtraight : 
Terra: Aftrea reliquit be you remember'd, Mar- 

cus 

She's gone, ſhe's fled Sirs, take you to your tools ; 
You, couſins, ſhall go ſound the ocean, 
And caſt your nets; heply you may find her in the ſea ; 
Yet there's as little juſtice as at land 
No, Publius and Sempronius; you muſt do it, 
'Tis you muſt dig with mattock and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt centre of the earth. 
Then, when ycu come to Pluto's region, 
pray yon deliver this petition; 
Tell him it is for juſtice, and for aid 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah, Rome ! Well, well, 1 made thee miſerable, 
V bat time | threw the people's ſuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. 
Go, get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And 4 you not a man of war unſearch'd. 


. 


it. 
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This wicked Emperor may have ſhipp'd her hence, 
And, kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. 

Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 

To ſee thy noble uncle thus diſtract ? 

Pub, Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, 

By day and night t' attend him carefully ; 
And ſeed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful remedy, 

Mar. Kinſman, his forrows are paſt remedy. 

Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war | 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now my maſters ? 
What, have you met with her ? 

Pai, No, my good Lord; but Pluto ſends you word, 
If you will have revenge {rom hell, you ſhall. 
Marry, for Juſtice ſhe is now employ'd, | 
He thinks, with jove in heav'n, or ſomewhere elſe; | 
So that perforce you mult needs ſtay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. | 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, | 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 

Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we, 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' fize ; 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to th' very back; | 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs cau bear. | 
Ard ith there is no jultice in earth or hell, 
We will ſolicit heaven, and move the gods, 
To fend down juſtice for ro wreak our wrongs. 
Come, to this gear; you're a good archer, Marcus, 

[ He gives them the arrows, 
Ad Fevem, that's for you — here, ad Apollinem | 
Ad Martem, that's for myſelf; | 
Here, boy, to Pallas here, to Mercury 
To Saturn and to Cœlus not to Saturnine 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the wind. 
To it, boy ; Marcus, looſe when | bid, 
O' my word, | have written to effect, 
There's not a god leſt unſolicited, 

Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court; 
Ve will afflict the Emperor in his pride. [They /o:;7, 
Tit. Now, maſters, draw; ob, well ſaid, Lucius, 
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C ond boy, in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas. | 
Mar. My Lord, I am a mile beyond the moon? 
6 Yerr letter is with Jupiter by this. 
| T it. Ha, ha, Publius, Publins, what haſt thou done ? 
See» ſee, thou'ſt ſhot off one of Taurus' horns. 
Mar. 'T his was the ſport, my Lord; when Publius 


The bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock, [hot, yo 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the court. thi 
And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs' villain. thi 


She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chuſe 
Eut give them to his maſter for a preſent. | 
Tit. ba there it goes, God give your Lordſhip 
Joy 
Enter a Clown with a baſket and two pigeons, 


News, news from heav'n ; Marcus, the polt is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? | 
Shall I have juſtice ? what ſays jupiter? ; 
Cl:wn. Who? the gibbet-maker ? he ſays, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man mult not be 
hang'd till the next week. 
Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I aſk thee? 
Clown, Alas, Sir, I know not jupiter; 
1 never drank with him in all my life. 
Tit. Why, villain, art thou not the carrier? 
Cleaun. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir; nothing elſe. 
Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heav'n ? 
Chen, From Heay'n ? alas, Sir, I never came there, 
/ God forbid 1 ſhould be ſo bold to preſs into heav'n in 
my young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons 
to the Tribunal Plebs “, to take up a matter of braw! 
betwixt my uncle and one of the Emperial's men. 
Mar. W hy, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for 
your oration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the Em- 
ror from you. 
Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the Em- 
peror with a grace ? 
Clean Nay, truly, Sir, 1 could never ſay grace in 
all my life. | | 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 
But give your pizeons to the Emperor, 


* He means toſay, Tribunus Piehis, 
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By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 

Hold, hold mean while, here's money for thy 
Give me a pen and ink, [charges, | 
virrah, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 

Clown. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then here is a ſupplication for you : and when | 
you come to him, at the firſt approach you mult kneel, | 
then kiſs his foot, then deliver up your pigeons, and 
then. look for your reward, Pll be at hand, Sir; ſez 
you do it bravely. 

Clown, I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife? Come, let me ſee it 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, 

For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant; 
And when thou haſt-given it the Emperor, f 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he ſays. p | 
Clown, God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit, Co:ne, Marcus, let us go. Publius, follow me. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE v. Thepalace 


Enter Emperor and Empreſi, and her two ſons ; the Ei- 
peror brings the arrows in his hand that Titus ſhot. 


Sat. Why, Lords, what wrongs are theſe? was ever 
An Emperor of Rome thus overborne, ſeem 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent | 
Of equal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt ? 

My Lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
(However the diſturbers of our peace 

Buzz in the people's ears), there nought hath paſs'Q, 
But even with law againſt the wilful ſons 

Of old Andronicus: And what an' if 

His ſorrows have fo overwhelm'd his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his freaks, 

His fits, his phrenzy, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to heav'n for his redreſs. 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this to the god of war. 
Sweet-ſcrowls, to fly about the ſtreets of Rome 
What's this but libelling againſt the ſenate, 


And Llazoning our injuſtice ev ry where? 
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A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords ? Nor 
As who would ſay, in Rome no juitice were. For 
Nut if 1 live, his ſeigned eeſtuſies Sly t 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : In h 


But he and his ſhall know, that juſtice lives 
In Saturninus' health; whom, it ſhe ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 
Cut off the proud'it confpirator that lives. 
Tam. My gracious Lord, molt lovely Saturniae, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thought, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 
Th' effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 
Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr'd his heart; 
And rather comtort his diſtreſſed plight, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the beſt, 
For theſe contempts—— Why, thus it ſhall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloſe with all : 
Bat, Titus, 1 have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wile, | 
Ihen is all fafe, the anchor's in the port. LTA de. 


Enter Clown, 


How now, good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeak with us? 
Cie. Yea, forſooth, an' your miſterſhip be Emperia!. 
Tam. Empreſs 1 am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 
Clo. Tis he: God und St Stephen give you good- 

c'en: 

have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons here. 

[He reads the letter, 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently, 
Clo. How much money mult 1 have? 
Tam. Come, ſirrah, thou muſt be hang'd. 
Cle Hangy'd! by'r lady, then 1 have brought up 2 
neck to a fair end. [ Exit, 
Sat Veſpightſul and intolerable wrongs ! 

Shall 1 endure this monſtrous villany ? 

I kuow from whence this ſame device proceeds: 

Ma; this be horne? as it his traiterous ſons, 

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrong!ully ? 

Go, drag the villain hicher by the hait, 


= 
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Nor age nor honour ſhall ſhape privilege ®. 

For this proud mock I'll be thy flaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp it to make me great, 
In hope thyſelf thould govern Rome and me. 


Enter Xmilius, 


Sat. What news with thee, ZAmilius ? 
Emil. Arm, arm, my orus; Rome never had 
more cauſe; 
The Goths have gath-r'd head, and with a power 
Ol high-retolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 
They hither march amain, un ler the conduct 
Oi Lucius. fon to old 4ndronicus ; 
Who threats, in courſe of his revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did, 
Sat Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ! 
Thele tidings nip me, and I hang the head 
As flowers with frolt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms. 
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach; 
is he the common people love ſo much: 
My ſelf have often overheard them ſay, 
(When | have walked like a private man), 
That Lucius' baniſh:nent was wrongfully, 
And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their Emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould you fear? is not our city ſtrong ? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 
And will revolt from me to ſuccour him. 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 
Is the ſun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it! 
Ihe eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings 
He can at pleaſure flint their melody; 
Ev'n ſo may'it thou the giddy men of Rome 
Then cheer thy ſpirit; tor know, thou Emperor, 
will inchant the old Andronicus 
With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous, 
Than baits to fith, or honey ſtalks to ſheep, | 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious food | 
Sat. But he will not intreat his ſon ſor us. 


i e. make or cſtabliſk privilege, 
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Tan, If Tamora int: eit hm. then he will: 

For l can imo tu, an fill his aged gur 

With golden promises; that were his heart 

Almott impregnable, his ol ears deat, 

Yet ſhoul both ear and heat obey my tongue. 

Go thou before as our ambaſſa or; [ ro Xauilius, 

Sy that che t mperor requelts a parley 

Ot war like Lu ius, and appoint the meeting. 

de 4mius, do this meſſage houourably ; 

An it bz itand on holtage for his ſtety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
Emil Your tidding thall 1 do etfectually. [ Ext, 
Tn, Now will I to that old An tonicus, 

And temper him, with all the art 1 have, 

Te plack proud Lucius from the warlike Goths, 

A no, ſweet Emperor, be blyth again, 

And ay all thy ter in my devices. 

Sat. Then go tucceistully, and plead to hin, 


[Exeunt. 


a % SURAT 'L 
A camp at a ſmall d:;flance from Name · 
Enter Lucius with Goths, with drum and ſoldiers, 


Luc. Pproved warriors, an] my faithful friends, 
X I have received letters trom great Rome, 

Which ſignify what hate they bear their Emp'ror, 
And how delirous ot our fight they ate. 
Therefore, great Lords, be, as your titles witneſs, 
Imperious aud impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe, 
Let him make treble lausfattioa, 

Geth, Brave ſp, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
{ Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comtort\, 
Whole high exploits and honourable dees : 
Ungrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us; we'll follow where thou lead ſt: 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their matter to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng'd on curied Tamora 

Omnes, And as he jaith, fo fay we all with him. 
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Lac. l humbly thank him, and i thank you all, 
But who comes here, led by a luſty Goth? 


$ CC & KN E II. 


Crter a Goth [cadirg Aaron, with his chi'd in bis arms, 


Ceth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ſtray'd 
To gaze upon a ruinous monallery 
And as 1 exrnetilly dr! fix mine eye 
Upon the waſted building, tuddenly 
heard a child cry underneath a well; 
made unto the noiſe, when ſoon 1 heard 
] hz crying babe controul'd with this diicuurſe : 
I cace, tawny flave, halt me and halt thy dem, 
Did not thy hue bewray whole drat thou art, 
Nad nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 
Villatn, thou might'it have been ar Emperor: 
ut where the bull and cow are both milk white, 
They never do beget a coal black cali 
P-ace, villain, prace! (ev'n thus he rates the bale), 
For I muit bear thee to a truſty Goth; 
Who, when he know: thou art the Empreſs' babe, 
V ill hold thee dearly tor thy mother s lake. 
V ith this, my weapon drawn, | ruth'd upon him, 
dus pris'd him ſuddenly, and brought hun hitter, 
To ule as you think needtul of the man. 
Luc, O worthy Goth, this is th incarnate devil 
That robb'd andronicus of his good hand; 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your Empreſs eye, 
And here's the hate fruit of his burning lutt 
Say, wall ey d flave, wiither voulu thou convey 
Th: growing image of thy ficnd-lke tace ? 
„ doit not ſpeak? what! deat? no! rota word! 
A halter, folders; hang hin. ca this tree, 
Ad by his fide his fruit of baitardy. 
Har. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire tor ever being good. 
Firit, hang the child, that he may ice it iprawl 
A ſight to vex the tather's toul withal, 
Get me a lavier, 
ar Lucius, ſave the child, 
Aud bear it from me to the EMmpereſs. 
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If thou do this, I'll ſhew thee wondrous thing, 

That highly may dvantage thee to hear; 

If thou wilt not. efal what may befal. 

I'll ipe:k no more, but vengeance rot you all! 

Luc. Say on; aud if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 

Thy child thall live, and I will fee it nourith d. 

Aar. An' if it pleaſe thee ? why, aſſire thee, : ucius, 
»Twill vex thy foul to hear what 1 thall ſpeak : 

For | mnſt talk of murthers, rapes, and maſſacres, 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots ot miſchief, treaſon, villanies, 

Ruthtul to hear, yet piteouſly periorm'sd : 

And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 

Unleſs thou ſwear to me my child ſhall live. 

Luc, l ell on thy mind; | fay thy child ſhall live. 

Aar. Swear that he ſhall, and then 1 will begin. 

Luc Who ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'it no God: 
That granted, how canſt thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What it 1 do not! as indeed 1 do not; 
vet. for I know thou art religious, 

And halt a thing within thee alled Conſcience, 

With wwenty Popith tricks and ceremonies 

WV hich 1 have ſeen thee careful to obſerve : 

1 heretore I urge thy oth, (tor that I know 

An i iot holds his bauble for a god, LAlde. 

And keeps the oath which y that god he ſwears, | 

To that l urge him); therefore thou thalt vow 

By that ſame god what go foc'er it be, 

That thou ador'it, and hait in reverence, 

To ſave my boy, nourith and bring him up; 

Or elſe I will Jiicover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God | ſwear to thee 1 will, 

Aar. Firit, know th u, I begot him on the Empreſs. 

Luc. O moſt infatiate, luxurious woman! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that wh ch thou ſhalt hear ot me anon. | 
*Twas her two ſons that murder d Baſſianus; 

They cut thy ſiiter's tongue, and ravith d her, 

And cut her hands, and ti ima d her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Luc. Oh, eteſtanle villain! call it thou that triu. ming? 
Aar. W y. ſhe was walh d, aud cut, aud trimm d; 

And 'twas tru iport for them that had the doing oi 't. 
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Luc. Oh, barb'rous beaſtly villains like thryſelf! 
Aar. Indeed I was their tutor to inſtruct them. 
That codding ſpirit had they from their mot her, 
As ſure a card as ever won the ſet ; 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head 
Well; let my deeds be witneſs of my worth. 
] train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corpſe of Bafitinus lay: 
i wiote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mention d; 
Confed'rate with the Queen and her two ſous. 
And what not done that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
\Wherein 1 had no ſtruke of miſchiet in't! | 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's haad ; : 
1: And when I had it, drew myſelf apart, 
And almoſt broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
i pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 
When for his hand he had his two ſon's heads; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his. | 4 
And when 1 told the Empreſs of this ſport, | 
She ſwooned almoſt at my pleaſing tale, "2 | 


de, And for my tidings gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What ! cant thou ſay all to this, and never bluſh? 
7 Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the ſaying is. 4 


Luc. Art thou not ſorry tor theſe heinous deeds ? 
Aur. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Ev'n now I curſe the day (and yet I think 
Few come within the compaſs of my cur ſe) 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill; 
eſs. As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death; 
Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it; 
7. Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear myſelf; 
det deadly enmity between two triends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks, 
Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 
, And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
ng? Oit have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
ad; And ſet them upright at their dear friends' doors, 
Ft, Ev'n when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot; 
Aud on their ſkias, as on the bark of ces, 
Vor. VI, T 
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Have with my knite carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your ſorrow die, though I am dead,” 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly: 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil; for he muſt not die 
So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently, 

Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil, 
To live and bura in everlaſting fire, 
do I might have your company in hell, 
Nut to torment you with my bitter tongue! 

Las. Sirs, op his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more, 


Euter Emilius. 


Goth, My Lord, there is a meſſenger ſrom Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence, 
Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, Amilius; what's the news ſrem Rome? 
mil. Lord Lucivs, and you princes of the Gotha, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me; 
And, for he under lands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe, 
Willing you to demand your ho!tages, 
Aud they ſhall be immediately Cel:ver'd. 
Goth, M hat ſays our General? 
Lac. Amilius, let the Emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come. March away, [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. Changes ts Titus's palace in Roe, 
Enter Tamora, Chiron, ard Demetrius, dig d. 


Tam. Thus, in theſe ſtrar ge and ſad habiliments, 
J will encounter with Andronicus ; 
And ſay, I am Revenge feat from below 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs : 
Knock at the ſtudy, where they ſay he keeps, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work coatuuon on his enemies. 


[T7 hey knock, and Titus appears abe. 


e. 
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Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation ? 
ls it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That ſo my ſid decrees may fly away, 
an all my ſtudy be to no effect: 
vou are decciv'd; for what I mean to do, 
dee here in bloody lines I have ſet down; 
And what is written, ſha!l be executed. 

Tam, Titus, I am come to talk with thee, - 

Tit. No, not a word. How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accorl ? 

Thou hait the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tam, If thou dillt know me, thau wouldii talk with 

me. 

Tir. Tam not mad; I know thee well enough: 
Witneſs this wretch2d ſtamp, theſe crimfon lines; 
Witneſs theſe trenches made by griet and care ; 
Witneſs the tiring day and heavy night; 
Witneſs all arrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora, 
Is not thy coming 1or my other hand? 

Tam. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora, 
Che is thy enemy, and I thy frient : 
am Revenge, ſent from th' internal kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy wind, 
By working wreaktul vengeance on thy 19325, 
Come down, ani welcome me to this worly's 1: kt ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 
here's net a hollow cave, nor lurking place, 
> valt obſemity, ar milty vale, 
here bivogy Murder or deteſted Rape 
Fan couch luc tear, but I will üad them cut; 
aud in their cars tell them my drendſul name, 
Revenge, Vhich mates the funi aflenders quake. 

Tit, Art thou Revenge? and art thou tent to me, 
o bea torment to mine enemies? 

Tain, lam; therefore come down, and welcome me, 

Tit. Do me fome ſervice ere l come to thee, 

Zo, by thy fide where Rape and Murder itanis ; 
Now ive tome ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
dt eb then, or tear them on thy chariot whee!z; 
And then I It came and be thy waggoner, 
4nd whirl along with thee about the globes : 
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Provide two proper palfries black as jet, 

Jo hale thy vengefu) waggon ſwift away, 

And find out murders in their guilty caves. 

And when thy car is loaden with their hea 1s, 

will diſmount, and by thy waggon wheel 

Trot like a ſervile footman all day lor g; 

Even from Hyperion's riſing in the ea 

Until his very downfal in the ſea. 

And day by day I'll do this heavy taſk, 

So thou deſtrey Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. T heie are my miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters ? what are they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapine and Murder; therefore called ſo, 

Cauſe they take vergeance on ſuch kind of men. 
Tit Good Lord, how like the Fmpreſs' ſons they are, 

Arg you the Empreſs ! but we worldly men 

Have miſerable and miſtaking eyes. | 

O ſweet Revenge, now do I come to thee. 

And if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

will embrace thee in it by and by. | 

[Exit Titus from abeve. 
Tam, I Bis cloſing with him fits his lunacy; 

M hate'er | forpe to feed his brain-fick fits, 

Do you upheld and maintain in your ſpeech ; 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 

And, being credu'ous in this mad thought, 

u make him ſend for Lucius his ſon : 

And whil{4 1 at a banquet hold him ſure, 


In find ſome cunning practice out of hand, 


To icatter ard diſperſe the giddy Goths, 
Or at the leaſt make them his enemies. 
See here he comes, and | muſt ply my theme. 


SCENE W. Enter Titus 


Tit. Long have | been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread Fury, te my woful houſe; 
Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too. 

How like the Empreſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor; 
Could rot all hell afford you ſuch a devil? 
For, well | wot, the Fmpreſs never wags, 
But in her company chere is a Moor; 
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And would von repreſent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient * ſuch a devil. 
But welcome as you are. What thall we do? 
Tam What woul iſt thou have us do, Andronicus ? | 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, i'Il deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a villaia that has done a rape, | 
And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 
Tam. Shew me a thou und that have done thee wrong, 
And I will he reveavged on them all 
Tit. Look roun 1 ab-wat the wicke ! ſtreets of Rome, 
and when thcu findit a man that's like thytelf, 
Good Murder, ſtah him; he's a murderer. 
Go thou with him; and when it is thy hap | 
To find another that is like to thee, | 
Go Rapine, ſtab him ; he's a ravilter, 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's court f 
There is a Queen atter ded by a Moor; 
Well may*{t thou know her hy thy own pouparneny 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee; 
pray thee do on them ſome violent death; 
They have heen violent to me and mine 
Tam. Well haſt thou IeGon'd vs, this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronirus, | 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant ſon, | 
Who leads tow rds Rone a bind of warlike Goths, | 
And bid hin come and banquet at thy houſe. 
When he is here. even at thy ſole un ſeaſt, 
I will bring in the Emprets an d her tons, 
The © mperor hinſe't an a l thy foes; 
And at thy mercy ſhall they it»p and kneel, 
And on them (halt thou eaſe thy angry heart. 
Whit ſays And:onicus to this evice? 
Tit, Marcus, my brother! tis fad Titus calls, 


Enier Marcus, 


So, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius: 

Thu thalt i quire him out among the Goths : 

Bu him repair to me? and bring with him 

dme ot the chiefeſt princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him mcamp his toldiers where they are; 
T<il him the Emperor and the Empreis too 

E call at wy houle, and ne ſhall feait with them. 
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This do thou for my love. and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged father's life. 

Mar. This will i do. and ſoon return again. [ Exit, 
Tam Now will 1 hence about my buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. 

Tit Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

Or elſe I'll call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius. 

Tam, What ſay you, boys? will you abide with him, 

Whiles | go tell my Lord, the Emperor, 

How l have govern'd our determin'd jeſt ? 

Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 

An | tarry with hun till I come again. [Aides 
Tit. | know them all, tho' they ſuppoſe me mad; 

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices : 

A pair of curſed hell-hounds and their dam [Ad. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus! Revenge now goes 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes [Exit Tamora, 
Tit. I know thou doſt ; and. ſweet Revenge, farewel. 
Chi, 'lell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd ? 
Tit. Tut, | have work enough for you to do. 

Pu »lius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine? 


Enter Publius and Servant:. 


Pub. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know ye theſe two? 
Pub. The Emprets' tons, 

I take them, Chiron, and Demetrius! 

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ; thou art too much deceiv's ; 

The one is Murder, Rape is th' other's name; 

And theretore bind them, gentle Publius; 

_ Caius and Valentine lay hands on them. 

it have you heard me with for ſuch an hour, 

now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. 

[Exit Titus, 
Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the Empreis tons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 

Stop clo/e their mouths; let them not ſpeak a word, 

Is he ture bound? look that ye bind them tall. 


A 
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$ CEE NE . 


ä Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, and Lavinia with 
a baſon. 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound? 
Sirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearſul words utter. 
Oh, villains, Chiron, and Demetrius! 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud, 4 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mix'd : | 
You kill'd her huſband, and for that vile fault 
Two cf her brothers were condemn'd to deach ; | 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jelt : 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear 
| Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtiry, 
Inbuman traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. | 
What would ye ſay, If I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
i Villains ! for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
I Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you, 
This one hand yet is left to cut ycur throats, 
Whilſt that Lavinia '"twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon that receives your guilty blood. | 
You know your mother means to feaſt with me, | 
And calls herſeli Revenge, and thinks me mad 
Hark, villains, 1 will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it I'll make a paſte; 
And of the paſte a coffin will I rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful] heads; 
|; And bid that ſtrumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that 1 have bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on 
For worle than Philomel you us d my daughter, 
And worſe than Procne | will be reveng'd. 


TH And now prepare your throats: Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood ; and when that they are dcad, | 
d. Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, | 


And with this batetul liquor temper it; 
And in that paſte, let their vile heads be back d. | 
Come, come, be every one officious 


To make this banquet, which 1 wiſh might prove 
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tore Nern and bloody than the Centaurs' ſeaſt. 
[/e cuts their throats. 
So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook, 
And ee them icady 'gainit their mother comes ¶ Exeaunt, 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with Aaron priſoner, 


Luc. Uncle Marcns, fince it is my father s mind 
That i repair to Rome, I am content | 
6 Ard ours with thine, befal what fortune will, 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This Ravenous tyger, this accurſed devil; 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brou;;ht unto the Emperor's face, 
For teſtlimouy of theſe foul proceedings: 
Ani ice the ambuth of our friends de ſtrong ;z 
I tear the Emperor means no good to us. 
Aar. dome devil whiſper curſes in my ear, 
And prompt me that my tongue may utter torth 
The venomous malace of my twelling heart! 
Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd flave. 
[ Exeunt Goths with Aarne, 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. [Flouriſh. 
The truwpets th:w the Emperor is at hand. : 


S C EN E VI. 
Sound trumpets. Enter Empercr and Empreſs, with. 


T. ibunes arid others. 


Fat What, hath the firmament more ſnns than one? 
Lic & hat boors it thee to call tkyiclt a tun ? 
Air. Rome s H Eero, and nephew, break the parley ; 
Thee qu.:r es mult be quietly Jeharted : 
The t< it is ready which the careful Titus 
Hath ord.n: d to an hovourable end, 
For peace, for | ve, tor lea ue, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you the-<loie draw uiyh, and take you, places, 
Sat. Marcus, we will, [ Hautboys. 


A table 6roug\t in. Enter T't's like a cast. placing the 
meat an the table, and Laviute with a weil over ver 
Jace. | 


2. V elcome, my gracious Lord; welcome, dread 
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Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius; 

Ard welcome all : a!though the cheer be poor, 

' will fill your ſtomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Androgicus ? 
Tit. Becauſe 1 would be ſure to have all well, 

To entertain your Highneſs, and your Empreſs. 
Tam, We are beholden to you, good Andronicus, 
Tit. And if your Highneſs knew my heart, you were, 

My Lord the Emperor, refolve me this : 

Was it well done of raſh Virginius, 

To ſlay Ws daughter with his own right hand, 

Becauſe ſhe was inforc'd, ſtain'd, and deflorir'd ? 
Sat. It was, Andronicus- 

Tit. Your reaſon, mighty Lord ? | 

Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his forrows. 

Tit, A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and eſſectual, 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like. 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame thy father's ſorrow die! 
ULI e kills her, 
Sat. What has thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 

Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me 

I am as woful as Virginius was, [ blind. 

And have a thcuſand times more cauſe than be 

To do this outrage, And it is now done, | 
Sat, What, was {ke rav ſh'd? tell, who did the deed ? 
T:t, WilPt pleaſe you eat, will't pleaſe your Highneſs 

ced, | 
Tam, Why haſt thou lain thine only daughter thus? 
Tit, Not l, twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue; 


And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong, 


Sat, Go, fetch them hither to us preſently, 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye, 
Whereof their mother daintily hath led ; 
Eating the fleſh that the herſelf hath bred. 
"Tis true, tis rue; witneſs my knite's ſharp point. 
CF He ſtabs the Empreſs. 
Sat. Die, fractic wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
[He ſtabs Titus. 
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Luc. Can the ſon's ere behold his father bleed? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly decd. 
[ Cncius abs the Emperor. 
Jar. You ſad-fac'd men, people and fons of Rome, 
By uproar ſever'd, Ike a flight of fowl, 
Scatter'd by winds and high tenpeſtaous guſts, 
Oh, let me teach yon how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual laced, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 
Goth. Let Rome herielf be bane unto herſelf; 
And ſhe whom mighty kingdoms curtſey to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt away, 
Do ſharmeſul execution on herle!ti, 
Mar. Put if my froity ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave wit: eſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; a: erſt our anceſtor, 
[To Lucius, 
When with this ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe 
To love-fick Dido's fad attending ear, 
The tory of that baleſul burning night, 
When fubtic Greeks furpris d King Priam's Troy: 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd ovr ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is net compact of flint, nor cel; 
Nor can utter all our bitter giiet, 
Fut floods ot tears will drown my oratory, 
And kreak ay very utt'rance z even in the time 
M hen it hould move you to attend me moit, 
Lending peur kind commileration, 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale. 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeaks 
ue. Then, noble auditory, be it Known to you, 
That Curſed Chiron and Demetrius 
Vere they that murdered our  wpcror?s brother, 
And they it were that ravilhed our titer : 
For their ſell iaults our brothers were Veheaded, 
Our father's tears de pis'd, and baiely cozen*d 
Of that tive hand, that tought Rome's quarrel out, 
And tzut her enemies into the grave, 
Laſtly, e:yiclf unk ugly bandlled, 


8. 
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The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's eaemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms tembrace me as a friend: 
And am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſer v'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her boſom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the ſteel in my aclvent'rous body. 
Alas you know, lam no vaunter, I; 
My ſcars can witneis, dumb although they are, 
hat my report is juſt, and full of truth. 
But ſoit, methinks I do digrets too much, 
Citing my worthlaſs praiic: oh, pardon me 
For when no friends are by, men praiſe themieives, 
Mar. Now is my tongue to ſpeak. Behold the child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 
The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes, 
1 he villain is alive in Titus' houſe, 
Pamn'd as he is, to witpeſßb rh 's is true. 
Now judge, what cauſe had I itus to rcvenge 
Thele wrongs unſpeakable, paſt patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay yon, Romans ? 
11zve we done aught amiſs ? thew us wherein; 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronicus, | 
We'll hand in hand all headlong calt us down, 
And on the ragged ones beat out our brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our houie. 
Speak, Romans, peak; and it you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will tail, 
Eil. Come, cove, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our Emperor: for well | know 
The common voice doth cry, it ſhall be fo, 
Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's Royal Emperor ! 
Ge, go into old Titus' forrowful houſe, 
Ard hither hale that miſbelĩieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd ſome direſul ſlaughtering death, 
As punithmert {or his moſt wicked life. 
Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious Governor! 
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Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans: may I govern fo, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe : 

But, gentle people, give me aim a while, 

For nature puts me to a heavy taſk. | 

Stand all aloof; but, uncle, draw you near, 

To ſhed obſequious tears upon this truak. 

Oh, take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowſul drops upon thy blood-ltain'd face; 
The laſl true duties of thy noble ſon- 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips. 

O were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them! 

Luc, Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn of ut 
To melt in ſhowers; thy grandfire lov'd thee well: 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee; 

Sung thee aſflzep, his loving breaſt thy pillow. 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ; 
In that reſpect then, like a loving child, | 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender fpriag, 
Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo- 

riends ſhould aſſociate friends, in grief and woe. 
B:d him farewell, commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Bey. O grandCſire, grandſire! even with all my heart, 
Would | were dead, fo you did live again 
O Lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping 
My tears w:ll choke me if 1 ope my mouth, 


SCENE VII. Ester Romans with Aaron, 


Ram. You ſad Andronici, have done with woes. 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Lac. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh him, 
There let him Rand, and rave and cry for ſood. 
If any one relieves or pities him, | 
For the offence he dies. This is our doom. 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſt 'ned in the earth. 

Aar. O, a by ſhould wrath be mute and fury dumb 
I am no baby, I, that with baſe prayers 
I thould repent the evil 1 have done. 
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Ten thouſand worſe, than ever yet I did, 
Would 1 perform, if I might have my will. 
If ene good deed in all my life 1 did, 
1 do repent it from my very ſoul. 
Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence, 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
My father and Lavinia ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſhold's monument. 
As for that heinous tygreſs Tamora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournſul bell ſhall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beaſts and birds of prey. 
Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And being ſo ſhall have like want of pity. 
See juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ; 
Then, afterwards, we'll order well the ſtate ; 
That like events may ne er it ruinate. {Fxeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Dux CAN, King of Scotland. Hern Siward, bis ſon. 
Malcolm, ſous to the King. Seyton, an officer attending cn 


Dorald Bane, Macbeth. 

tacbeth, N Generals of the yr — Mac di f. 
Dan uo, ing ar my. cir, 
Ronde, 1 =P | Lady Macbeth. 
Macduff, | | Lady Macduff. 
P oſſe. Noblemen cf Scot Gentlewomen attending on Lady 
Menteth, land. Macbeth, 
Angus, Hecate, and three other IWitches. 
Cathneſs, Leyds, Gentlemen, Officers, Sol- 
Fleance, to diers, and Attendants. 
Siward, General 7 the Exgliſe | The Ghoſt of Fanguo, and ſeverc} 


forces. oiber apparitions. 


EN E. in the end of the feurth af, lies in Evgland : throng) the 
reſt of the play, in Scotland, ard chiefly at Mactetl”s caſtle, 


„ SCE WW EA LI 
An open place ä 
Thunder and lightning. Enter three Miteles. 


1 Witch, Hen ſhall we three meet again ? 
WW In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's 

When the battle's loſt and won. 

3 Witch.. That will be ere ſet of ſun · 

3 Witch. Where the place? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath, 

3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth. 

1 Mitch. I come, I come, Grimalkin, —— 


This is ſappoſed to be a true hiſtory; taken from HeQt , 
and other Scottith chroniclers, , — 


Ci; 


ady 
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2 Witch. Padockecalls anon ! 
J. Fair is foul, and foul is tair, 
Hover through the tog and filthy air. 
[ They rije from the ſlage, and fly away, 


SCENE U. Changes to the palace at Forres. 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donald Bane, Lenox, with At- 
tendants, meeting a bleeding Captain. 


King. What bloody man is that! he can report, 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt it -te, | 
Alal This is the Serjeant, 
Who, like a good and hardy ſoldier, fought 
Gainſt my captivity, Hail, hail, brave trien2 ! 
diy ta the King the knowlelge of the broil 
As thou didſt leave it, 
Capt, Doubtful long it ſtood ; 
As two ſpent ſwimmers thar do cling together, 
And choke their art: the mercileſs viacdonuel 
( (Yorthy to be a rebel; for to that 
i he multiplying villanies of uature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weitern ies 
Ot kernes and gallow - glaſſes was ſupply'd ; 
Aud Fortune on his damned quarre! imiling, 
Shew's like a rebel's whore. Bur all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deſerves that name), 
Dildaining Fortune, with his brandtihi'd Hcel, 
\\ hich ſmok'd with bloody execution, 
Lise Valour's minion car ved out his paiſage, 
In he had ſac'd the ſlave; 
V tio ne'er ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to lim, 
Til ke unleam'd him from the nape to ch' chops, 
Aud fix'd his head upon our battlements. | 
Aing. Uh, valiant contin! worthy Gentleman ! 
Capt. As whence the ſun 'gins his refietion, 
Saipwrecking florins and diretul thuaders break; 
do rom that ſpring whence comfort feem'd to come, 
Diſcomfit vell'd, Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 
No ſooner Juilice had, with valour arm'd, | 
Compell'd theſe tsipping kernes to truit their heels; 
But tae Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage, 
Uz 
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With furbiſh'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 

King. Diſmay'd not this 
Our Captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?- 

Capt. Yes, 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion. 
If Lay ſooth, I mult report, they were 
As cannons overcharg'd with double * cracks, 
So they redoubled ſtrokes upon the foe ; 
Fxcept they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize f another Golgotha, 
I cannot tel] — 
But I am faint, my gaſhes cry for help 

King. So wel! thy words become thee, as thy wounds: 
They — of honour both, Go, get him ſurgeous, 


E:ter Roſſe and Angus, 


But who comes here ? 
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſe, 
Len What haſte looks through his eyes? 
So ſhould he look that ſeems to ſpeak | things flrange. 
Rees God ſave the King! 
King. hence cam ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Neſſe. From Fife, great Kipg, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the ſky, 
Ind tan our people cold. | | 
Norway Iimiclf, with numbers terrible, 
A Tiled by that molt d floyal traitor 
be Thane of Cawdor, gan a diſmal confl.Q ; 
Til that Eellona's bridegroom, Japt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf-compariſons , 
Yoint againſt point rebellious, arm 'gainſt arm, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit, To conclude, 
Ihe victory felt on us. 
Ning. Great happineſs! 
Ref/e. Row Sweno, Norway's King, craves compoli- 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, [tion : 


* dale, is here vicd for great, and not for two. 
+ men orize, for mate. 
i. e. that ſee ins as if he would f. 


| © ce. gave Lig as good as ke bicught, ſkew'd he was his equal, 


"re 
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Jill he diſbarſed, at Saint Colmeſkill iſle “ 
Ten thouſand dollars, to our gen'ral+ uſe, 
King. No more that "Thane ot Cawdor {hall deceive 
Our boſom int'reit p. Go, pronounce his death; 
And with his tormer title greet Macbeth, 
Rae. I'll tee it done. 
King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won, 
[Exennt. 


SCENE III. Changes to the heath, 
Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 


1 Miteb. Where haſt thou been, filter ? 
2 Witch, Killing ſwine. 
3 Witch, Siſter, where thou ! : 
1 Witch, A ſailor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht, Give me, 
quoth I, 
Aroint thee, witch ! ——the rump-fed 7 Cris, 
Her Huſband's to Aleppo gone, maiter o' th Tyger. 
But in a ſieve ['l] thither tail, ' 
And like a rat without a tail, 
11] do——1'l do——and I'll do. 
2 Mitch. YN give thee a wind. 
1 Hiteb. Thou art kind, 
3 IVtch. And | another. 
1 Witch. 1 myſelf have all the other, 
And the very points they blow ; 
All the quarters that they know, 
I' th! thip-man's card 
1 will drain hum dry as hay, 
Sleep (hall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his peut houte lid; 
He thall live a man torbid ; 
Weary ſev'n - nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine. 
Though his bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeit-toſt. 
Look what 1 have, 


One of the weſtern iſles of Scotland, othervile called Jors 
+ general for public 


J boſom-unterejt, for truſt, 


| 
| 
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2 Fitch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
1 [{ itch. Here l have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck'd as homeward he did come. [Dram within, 
3 Witch, A drum, a drum! 
Macbeth doth come ! 
All. The weyward ſiſters, hand in hand, 
Poiters of the fea and land, 
Thus do go about, abour, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice aga:n to make up nine! 
Peace ! — the charm's wound up, 


S E N E IV. 


Enter Macbeth ard Banquo, with Soldiers and other 
Attendants, 


Alach, So ſoul and {air a day I have not ſeen. 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Forres ?—What are theſe, 
So wither d, and fo wild in their atiire, 
That look not like the inhabitants o' th earth, 
And yet are ont? Live you, or are ye aught 
That man may queition ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her ſkinny lips. — Lou ould he women; 
and yet your beards forbid me to interpret | 
3 hat you are ſo, | 
Mach. Speak, if you can; what are you? 
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane | 


Z 
] 
4 
! 
| 
\ 


ot Glamis ! 

2 Witch All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane 
ot Cawdor ! 

3 Witch. all hail, Macbeth! that ſhalt be King 
hereaficr, 


Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart, and ſeem to fear 
Things that do found io fair? I th' name of truth, 
Are je fantaitical , or that indeed [ Te rhe Witcher, 
M hich cutwardiy ye ſhe ? My noble partner 
Yeu greet with preient grace, and great prediction 
Of roble having, and of royal hope, | 
That he jeems rapt withal, to me you ſpeak not. 
if you can look into the leeds of time, 


* fartaftical, fer ſipernatural, ſpiritue!, 


e, 
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And ſay, which grain will grow and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor tcar 
Your favours nor your hate. 
1 Witch, Hail! 
2 Witch, Hail! 
3 Witch. Hail ! 
1 /Vitch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Witch, No fo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Hiteb. l hou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none; 
30, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 
Iich. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 
Mach. Stay, you impertect ſpeakers, tell me more, 
By vinel's * death, I know I'm Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prolp'rous gentleman. And, to be King, 
Stands not withit the proſpect of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor Say, irom whence 
You owe this range intelligence * or why 
Upon this blaſted heath you {top our way, 
Wich ſuch prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge you, 
[Vitches vaniſh. 
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has 
And theſe are of them: whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mach, Into the air: and what ſeem'd corporal 
Melted, as breath, into the wind 
*Would they had Haid! 
Ban, Were ſuch things here as we do ſpeak about? 
Or have we eaten ot the 1iane root, 
That takes the reaion priſoner ? 
Mach. Your childreu thall be Kings, 
Ban. You thall be King. 
Mach. Aud Thane ot Cawdor too; went it not ſo? 
Ban. To the ſelt tame tune, and words. Who's nere? 


SCENE V. Enter Roſſe and Angus, 


Rofe. The King bath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy tucceis ; and when he reads, 
Thy perional venture F in the rebels fight, 
His wonders and his praites do contend, 


Which ſhould be thine or his. Silenc'd with that, 


*: The father of Macbeth, 
T. i, e. adventure. 
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In viewing o'er the reſt o' th' ſelt-ſame day, 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf diet make, 
Strange images of death, As thick as hail, 
Came poſt on polt; and every one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence ;. 
And pour'd them dowa before him. 
Ang. We are ſent, 
To give thee, from our royal maſter, thanks; 
Only to herald thee into his ſig ht, 
Not pay thee. 
Nee And for an earneſt of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor © 
In which addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it i- thine. 
Ban, What, can the devil ſpeak true? 
Maci. The Thane of Caw or |.ves ? 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd robes ? 
Ang. M ho was the Thane, hives yet; 
But under heavy judgement bears that life 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage; or that with both 
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not; 
But treaſons capital, conteſs'd and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. | 
Mach. Glamis and Thane of Cawdor ! LA fd. 
The greatelt is behind, Thanks for your pains. 
[To Angus. 
Do you not hope your children ſhall be Kings? 
[To Banquo, 
When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis d no leis to tem? 
Ban. Ihat, ti uſted home, 
Might yet inkindle you unto the crown, 
| Belides the 1 hane of Cawdor But tis ſtrange: 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths ; 
Win us with honeit trifles, to betray us 
In deepeſt cantequence. - 
Couſins, a word, 1 pray you. [T9 Roſſe and Angus, 


* inkindle, for to flimulate 992 to ſeck, 


* 


Oo 


A 
Q 
1 
C 
* 
C 
1 
\ 
/ 
4 
/ 
d 
8 
I 
1 
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Mach, Two truths are told, LAlide. 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the Imperial theme. I thank you, Gentlemen —— 
This ſupernatural ſoliciting * 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. If ill, 
Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I'm Thane of Cawdor, 
If good, why do 1 yield f to that ſuggeſtion, 
W hoſe horrid image doth uptix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs 
Againſt the uſe of nature? prelent feats 
Are leſs than hortible imaginings. 
My thought, whoſe murther yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, that function 
is ſmother'd in ſurmile ; and nothing is 
But what is not 
Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt [ 
Nach, If chance will have me King, why, chanoe 
may crown me, [ 4/ides 
Without my ſtir. 
Bax. New honours come upon him, 
Like our {range garments cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ute. 
Tech. Come what come may, [ Aides 
Time and the hour runs thro' the rougheſt day, 
Ban, Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure, 
NMacö. Give me your tavour: my dull brain was 
_ wrought 
With things forget, Kind Gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſt red where every day 1 turn 
The leaf to read them Lt us tow'rd the King; 
Thins upon what hath chanc'd; and at more time, 
| 7s Banquo, 
\ { he interim haviag weights it) let us ſpeak 
Var free hetrts each to other. 
Bi. Very giadly, 
Mach. Till then, enough: come, friends. [Exeunts 


* Picitirg, for in/;rmation. 

eld, nut tor cant, but for fe le ſubdued by. 

? 1 7, fur (een tie. 
ie. I can give 1.4 attention to any thing but to the future pre» 
cet £t they crown. 
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SCENE Vi. Changes to the palace. 
Flauriſh. Enter King, Malcolm, Donald Bane, Lenox» T 


ard attendants, 

King. ls execution done oa Cawdor yet? W 
Or not thoſe in commillion yet return'd ? In 

Mal. My Liege, A 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke V 
With one that ſaw him die; who did report, 0 
That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons; T 
Implor'd your Highneſs pardon, and ſet forth N 
A deep repentance ; nothing in his life B 
Became him lixe the leaving it, He dy'd, O 
As one that had been ſtudied in his death, A 
Tothrow away the deareit * he own ' d, 
As *twere a careleſs trifle, 

King. There's no art, 
To find the mind's conſtruction in * face. 
He was a Centleman, on whom I built 
Aa abſolute trult, 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſe, and Angus. 


O worthieſt couſin ! 
The ſin of my ingratitu'e e en now 
Was heavy on me. Thou'rt fo far before, 
That ſwift-it wing of recompence is flow, 
To overtake thee, Would thou'dſt leſs deferv'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mins! only Ive left to ſay, 
More is tay Cue, ev'a more than all can pay. 
Mach. | he jervice and the loyalty I we, 
In doing it, pays itielf, Your Highne!s' part 
Is to receive our duties; and our cuties 
Are to your throne, and Rate, children and fervants ; 
Which do but what they fhanld, by doing every thing. 
Fief'd ® tow'rd your lite and honour, 
King. Welcome hither. 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
Thou halt no lei“ deferv'd, and mult be known 
No leis to have done fo: 1:t me iniold thee, 


i. e. engaged to tlie ſupport of, 


98 
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And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban, There if 1 grow, 
The harveſt is yovr own. 

King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fullneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In drops of ſorrow. Sons, kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland: which honour muſt 
Not unaccompanied inveſt him only ; 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers Hence to Inverneſs, [To Macbeth. 
And bind us further to you. 

Mach. The reſt is labour, which is not ns'd for you; 
I'll be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 

So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy CawJor ! 

Mach. The Prince of Cumberland! that is a ſtep, 
On which 1 muſt fall down, or elſe o'erleap, [ 4fge. 
For in my way it lies, Stars, hide your fires ! 

Let not night ſee my black and deep defires : 
The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be, | 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. F Extt, 

King. True, worthy Banque; he is full ſo valiant ; 

And in his commendations 1 am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 

Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome. 

It is a peerleſs kinſman. [ Flouriſh. Exeunt. 


$S C }3 N E Vil. 
Changes to an apartment in Macbeth is caſtle at Inverneſs. 
Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter. 


Lady. They met me in the day of ſucceſs : and I have 
learn d by the perſected report s, they have more in them 
than mortal knowledge. When I burnt in defire to queſtion 
them further, they made then:ſelves air, into which they va- 
niſh'd, While I tecd rapt in the wonder of it, came mif 
Ives from the King, who all hail d me Thane of Caws 


report, for prediflica. 
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dor; by which title, before, theſe weyward fiſters ſaluted ; T 
me, and reſerr d me to the coming on of time, with Hail! .A 
King that ſhalt be! This have I thought good to deliver 0 
thee, ( my deareft partner of greatneſs ), that thou might'/? 81 
not loſe the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what * 
—_ is promis'd thee, Lay it to thy heart, ard fare- , - 
wel. 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor - — and ſhalt be A 
What thou art promis d. Yet do I fear thy nature; 3 
% It is too full o' th' milk of human kindneſs, "= 
To catch the neareſt way. Thou would'ſ be great, ” 
% Art not without ambition; but without " 
« The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldſt N 
| highly, 9 
That would thou holily; would not play falſe, 
And yet would wrongly win. Thou'dſt have, great 
Glamis, | Gre 
That which cries, This thou muſt do, if thou have it; Gre 
And that's what rather chou doſt fear to do, Th) 
Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, Thi 
That I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear, The 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 1 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, Dur 
Which fate, and metaphyſic * aid, doth ſeem 1. 
To have crown'd thee withal. | : 
Enter Meſenger. Shal 
What is your tidings ? You 
Mef. The King comes here to-night. May 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it. Lool 
Is not thy maſter with him? who, were t ſo, You 
Would have inform'd for preparation. But 
Mef. So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is coming. Muff 
One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him; | This 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more Whi 
Than would make up his meſſage. Give 
Lady. Give him tending 8 ® ; 
He brings great news. The raven himſelf s not hoarſe, +4 
[Exit Me. juſlic 
That eroaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 1 
* Under my battlements. Come, all you ſpirits J. 
* metaphyſic, for ſupcruatura!. ug 
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* That tend on mortal * thoughts, unſex me here; 
* And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-tull 
* Of direſt cruelty; make thick my blood, 
* Stop up th' acceſs and paſſage to remorſe, 

That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace + between 
" Th' effet and it. Come to my woman's breaſis, 
And take my milk for gall, you murth'ring miniſters ! 
Where ever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances [ night! 
You wait on nature's f miſchief, Come, thick 
And pall | thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of hell, 
That my keen kaife ſee not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, hold 


Enter Macbeth. 


Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! Embracing bim. 
Greater than both, by the all-hail here atter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ign'rant ** preſent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant. 
Mach. Deareſt love, 
Duncan comes here to- night. 
Lady. And when goes hence ? 
Mach. To-morrow, as he purpoſes, 
Lady. Oh, never 
Shall ſun that morrow fee ! 
Your face, my | hane, is as a book, where men 
May read ſtrange FF matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under t. He that's coming 
_ Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my dilpatch, 
Which thall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
i. e. 1 
I keep peace, for go between ſimply. The alluſion to officers ef 
juſlice who keep peace between rioters by geing between them, 
} noture, tor human. 
i. e. wrap thyſelf in a pall. 
I ignorant, tor boſe, pror, iguoble. F 
Mt ſtrange, tor dangerous, 995 
Y Or. VI. X ; 
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Mach. We will ſpeak farther, 
Lady. Only look up clear: 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear, 
Leave all the reit to me. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Before Macheth's cofile gate. 


Hautloys and torches, Enter ew Malcolm, Donald 
Bane, Banquo, Lenox, Macd Roſſe, Angus, and 
Attendants. 


King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat 7; the air 
Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itſelt 
Unto our general ſenſe 

Ban. This guelt of ſummer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his lov'd manſionry, that heaven's breath 
Smells wooinply here No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 
Where they moll breed and hauut, I have obſerv'd 
The air is delicate. 


Enter L aay, 


King. See, ſee! our honour'd hoſteſs ! 
The love that follows us ſometimes is our trouble, 
V kich ſtill we thank as love. Herein | teach you, 
How you ſhould bid God yeld us f for your pains,g 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady All our fervice 
(In every point twice done, and then done double) 
Were por and ſingle buſineſs to contend * 
Againit thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your Majeſty loads our houſe For thole of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
Me reſt your hermits | 

King. Where's the I hane of Cawdor ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and bad a purpoſe 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well, 


* ſet is the ſame word as ſite. 

+ To bid any ene Ged-yeld bim, i. e. Gcd-yield lim, was the fame 
as Gd reward um 

{| $ermits, tor beaoſmen, 
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And his great love (ſharp as his (pur) hath holp him 
To's home before us. Fair and noble hotels, 
We are your gue t to night, 
Lady. Your fervants ever 
Have theirs, thenſclves, and what is theirs in compt, 
To :nake their au lit at your highueſs' pleaſure, 
Still o return your own. 
King Give me your hand; 
Conduct me to mine ho't ; we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hoſtels. LECxeunt 


S8 G E N E IX. 
Changes t9 an apartment in Macbeth's caſtle, 


Hauth:ys, torches. Enter aivers ſervants with diſhes and 
ſervice over the flage. Then Macbeth. 


Mac. If it were done, when "tis done, then 'twere 
It were done quickly: If th' aſſaſſination [vel 
Conld trammel up the conſequence, and catch 
With its ſurceaſe, ſucceſs; that but this blow 
Might be the be all and the end all Here. 

But here, upon this bank and ſhelve of time. 

We'd jump the life to come. nut in theſe caſes, 
«© We (till have judgment here, that we but teach 

„% Bloody inftractions; which, being tau_ht, return 
% To pla ue th' inventor, Even handed Juſtice 
Returns th' ingredients of our poilon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truit:; 

Firſt, as 1 am his kinſman and his ſu! ject, 

„Strong both againit the dee 1: then, as his ho?, 

Who ſhould againt his murderer ſhut the door, 
Not hear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
+ Hath borne his faculties “ ſo meek, hath been 
So clear in his great cflice, that his virtues 
Will plead Ike angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off; 

« And pity like a naked new- born babe, 
„ $triding the blait, or heav'n's cherubin hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, 


Facullies, for office, exerciſe of power. 
X2 
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«© Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 

„That tears ſhall drown the wind have no ſpur 
To prick the ſites of my intent, but only 

\avulting Ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on th' other five 


SCENE X. Enter Lach Macbeth. 


Huw now? what news? 

lady. He's almoſt ſopp'd; why have ycu left the 

chamber ? 

Nah. Hath he aſk'd for me? 

Je, Know vir not he has? 

ais Ve wiilpreceed no further in this Luſineſs, 
Ee hath hocour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, 
M hich would be worn now in their newelt gloſs, 
Not call aſide fo ſoon. 

Lady. Mas the hope Crunk 
V herein you Crefs'd yorrielf ? hath it ſlept fince ? 
2nd wakes it now. to lock fo green and pale 
At v hat it did fo freely ? from this time 
such 1 account thy love. Art thou afraid 
Jo be the ſag e in thite own act and valour, 
As thou art in ecſire? weuldit thou have that, 
Mich thon el.cem it the ornament of life, 
And Ive a cowerd in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dire nit vait upon I wuld, 
Lethe poor cat ith” adage. “ 

Mew. Fr'y:thes, peace; 
i dare c all that may become a man; 
M ho Cares Co more, is none. 

Lady. What beaſt was t then 
That made you break this interprize to me? 
V\ hen you dur do it, then you were a man; 
And 16 be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much mere than Mun. Nor time, nor place, 
Lid then cohere t, and yet you would make both: 
They ve made theniſelves ; and that their fitteſs now 
Does ur make yeu, I have given ſuck, and know 


* The adzpe alluded to is, Ile cat wen'd catch fr, but ſee dare n. 
wet her ſect. 
+ ere, for ſeit, fits 
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How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me 
1 would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluck' my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
An! dath'd the brains out, had I but fo ſworn 
As you have done to this 
Mach. If we ſhould fail. 
Lady. We fail! 
Nut ſcrew your courage to the ſticking pl ice, 
And we'll nat fail, When Duncan is aſleep, 
8 { Whereto the rather ſhall this day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will i with wine and walicl fo convince “, 
1 tat memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only; when in lwiuiſh fleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 
What cannot you and | periorm upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
Nis ſpungy officers, who ſhall bear the guilt 
Ot cur great queil? 
Mach. Bring torth men- cluldren only! 
Fr thy undaumed metal thou:d compoſe 
Nothing bat males, Will it not be receiv'd, 
Whea we have mark'd with bl-01 thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 
That they have don't? 
La. M ho dares receive it other, 
As we {hail make our gricis and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 
/ilach, I'm ſettled, and bend np 
F.ich corporal agent to this terrible ſeat, 
Away, and mock the time with taireſt thow : 
alle iace mull hice what the falle heart doth know. 
[Excant, 


® cepnince, for intox'cates 
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D SCRE BB LL Ir 
A tall in Mazbcth's caſtle. * 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch before bim. 
Ban, O W goes the night, boy? 
Fle. The moon is down : I have uot heard 
the clock, 


Nan. And the gees down at twelve. 
Je. I take't, tis later, Sir. 
Zan. Hold, take my ſword- There's huſbandry ia 
heav'n, 
1 heir candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet 1 would not ſleep : Mercitul pow'rs ! 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts that nature 
Cives way to in repoſe. 


Enter Macbeth, and a ſervart with a torch. 


Give me my ſword. Who's there? 

Nach. A friend. 

Ban, What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the Kings a · bed · 
Be hath to-night been in unuſual pleaſure, 
And ſent great largeſs to your officers ; 
This oiamond he greets your wite withal, 
By the rame of moſt kind Soltels, and's hut up 
In meaſureleſs content. 

Nach. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſer vant to defect. 
Which elſe ſhould irce have wrought. 

Ban All's well. 
1 dream'd laſt night of the three weyward ſiſters: 
Jo you they've ſhew'd fome truth. 

Mach | think not of them; 
Vet, when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ben. At your kind leiſure. 

Alach. if you ihall cleave to my conſent , __ tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 

n. So ] loſe none 


* conſent tos wilh, * 
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In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My bolom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be counſell d. 

Mach. Good repoſe the while! 

Ban, Thanks, Sir; the like to you. 


[Exeunt Banquo ard Fleance, 
$ C E N E II. 


Mach. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
she ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [ Exit Serv. 
is this a dagger which I ſee before me, 

The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch 
I have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill, ſthee, — 
* Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling as to fight? or art thou but 

* Adagyer of the mind, a falſe creation 

« Proceeding from the heat-opprefied brain ? 

© I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

* As this which now I draw. 
Thou marſhal'ſt me the way that I was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th' other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt—1 ſee thee Rill ; 

And on the blade of th' dudgeon, gouts of blood, 

© Which was not ſo before — here's no ſuch thing, — 
» 

* 

4 
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It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes —Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 
The curtain'd flezp ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd Murther, 
(Alarum'd by his centinel, the wolf, 
Whoſe howP's his watch), thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'rds his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt — Thou ſound and firm-ſet earth, 
Hear not my lteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where about *; 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it. Whilit 1 threat, he lives +— 

LA bell rings. 


® 2. e. tell where I am. 


Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives, 
1.9% Ce. 
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I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 
That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. Exit, 


SCENE II. Enter Lady. 


Lady. That whick hath made them drunk, hath made 

me bold : 

V hat hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. Hark! 
peace 

te It was the owl that ſhrieck'd, the fatal bell - man, 

„Which gives the ſtern'ſt good night he is about it 

« The doors are open; and the ſurfeited grooms 

© Do mock their charge with ſuores. I've drugg'd 
their poſſets, 

10 That death and nature do contend about them, 

„Whether they live or die. 


Euter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there? What ho! 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have awak d; 
« And *tis not done; th' attempt and not the deed, 
% Confounds us —— Hark! 1 laid their daggers 
ready, 
* He could not mis em Had he net reſembled 
„% My father as he ſlept, I had don't My katband ! 
Mach. I've done the deed ——<Cid:: thou not hear a 
noile ? 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets cry. 
Did nat you ſpeak ? 
Mach. When? 
Lady. Now. 
Mach. As 1 deſcended ? 
Lady. Ay. 
Muc Hark! -——— who lies i' th ſecond chamber? 
Lady. Donald Bane. 
Macb, This is a forry fight. [ Locks en his han, 
Lady A fooliſh thought, to fay, a forrow light. 
Mach ** There's one did laugh ins leep, and one 
cry'd, Murther ! 
4% They wak'd each other; and I ſtaod and heard the; 
„But they did fay their prayers, and aucreis them 
Again lo flaep. 
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Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 
Mac. One cry'd, God bleis us! and, Amen ! the 
other ; 
% As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands. 
„ Liſteniag their fear, I could not fay Amen, 
© When they did fay, God bleſs us. 
Lady Confiter it not fo deeply. 
Mach, But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt need ot bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 
Lay. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought on 
After theie ways; fo, it will make us mid. ſmore ! 
Mach * Methought 1 heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
„% Macbeth doth murther Sleep; the innocent fleep; 
„% Sleep that knits up the ravell'd ſlee ve of care, 
« The birth of each day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
% Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
„ Chief nouriſher in life's fealt, ——— 
Lady. What do you mean ? 
Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houſez 
« Glamis hath murther'd Sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
„ Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall fleep no more 
Lady. Who was it that thus cry'd ? why, worthp 
| Thame, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-ſickly of things; go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your band. 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place? 
They mult lie there. Go, carry them, and ſ:near 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach Ill go no more; 
I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again I dare not. | 
IL. lafirm of purpole ! 
** Give me the daggers ; the ſleepiag and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood 
© That ftcars a painted devil. It he do bleed, 
I'll gitd the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it mult ſeem their guilc, [Extt. 


Knock within. 
Alach. Whence is that knocking ! [ Starting, 
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* How is't with me, when every noiſe app lle me? 
What hands are here? hat! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waih this blood 

Clean from my hend? No, this my hand will rather“ 
Make the green ocean 1ed—— 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
1% To wear a heart fo white; | hear a knocking [ Azzck, 
% At the touth entry Retire we to our chamber; 
„A little water cleirs us of this deed. 
© How ealy is it then ? your conſtancy 
„ Hath left you unattended —Hatk, more knocking ! 
[ Anock, 

„ Get on your night gown, leſt oxcaſion call us, 
1% And ſhew us to be watchers ; be not loit 
« £9 phorly in your thou bits. 

Mach. To know my deed, 'twere beſt not know my» 


ſelf. 
Wake, Duncan. with this knocking: would thou 
couldlt ? + [Exeunt, 


® DD hand wi'l rather 
Thy multitudin us ſca incarna. line, 
Mak ng ih green one dq 
Enter Lady. & e. 
t — —'w ul: thou couldſt! [ Exernt. 


STEW RK) ID Enter a Peter. 


FEmching witli.) Pester. Here's « knocking inde: if a man were 
porter of hell gate. he ſh uld have od turvinng the k y. [X= KJ. 
En ck, knock, knock. Who's there, i' ch“ reme of Belt but? 
here's a farmer that han d lim ſelf in the expectation of plenty : 
c'-me in time, 1 ave rapkins erough about you, here yon, acct fert. 
{ Kreck.} Knock, krock. Who's there, 1“ th? her devil's name? 
"Fai h. here's an equivocator, that e-uid ſwear in both the ſeales g- inſt 
either ſcale, who committed trecfor encugh tor God's fake y:t c vid 
not equivocate to lcaven: oh, come in. equivocators Ac] Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there ? "Faith, here's an Enęl ſh taitfor e nc 
hither fer ſtealing out of a French hoſe : come in, ta ler, here you 
way roaſt your gooſe. Keck] Knock, knock, Never at quiet! 
what are you ? but this place is too cold for hell. III devil. porter i 
no further: 1 kd thought to have let in ſ:me of all p - ofeſſtons. that 
go the primroſe woy to th? cverlaſting Loufire, { Keck.) Anon, anon, 
1 pray you, remember the porter, 
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s RENE uv. 
Enter Macduff, Lenox, and Porter. 


Macl. Is thy maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes, 
Len. Good morrow, Noble sir. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Good morrow, both. 
Macd. is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 
Mach. Not yet. 


Macd. He did command me to call timely on him; 
I've almoſt ſlipt the hour. 

Alach. 11 bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joy ful trouble to you: 
But yet tis one. 

Aach The labour we delight in, phyfics “ pain; 
This is the deor, 

Macd. II make fo bold to call, for tis my limited + 


ſervices LEx At. Macduff. 
Len. Goes the King hence to-day ? 
Mach He did appoint fo. 


Len, T he night has been unruly, Where we lay, 
Euter Nacduff and Lenox. 


Mord. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do Ve ſo late? 

Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing till the ſecond cock: 
An! d:ink, bir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Macd Wheat th ec things cot! drink efpecrally prov. ke? | 

Port. Narry, Sir, noſe painti g, flecp, ard urine. Lechery, Sir, 
it prov kes, and wnprorokes; it provokes the de ſire, but it takes a- 
way the performarce, Theretore much drink may be f4i4 o be an 
eqnivocitor with lechery : t makes lim, and it n ars bm it ſets him 
on, and it tekes len «fl; it pariaces lum, aid fhearens lim; 
m. kes lim Rand to, and rot ita d to; n cnclifion, equivocates 
him into a fleep, ard, gi n. n the lic, haves hun. 

Macd. I beucve, drink gave thee the lic laſt night 

Port. Tat it did, dir, i th” wary thioet o' me; but I requ d 
him tor lis lie; end. 1 think, being too ſtro g for hin, though be 
took my icgs loan time, yet I mace a (hit; t cult him, 


SCENE, ec. 


® | e. hea's, c res. 


+ lmucd, tor apptinted, 
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Our chimnies were blown down: and, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i th air, ſtrange ſcreams of death, 
Aunts prepheſying with accents terrible 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to th' woful time: 
7] he obſcure bird clamour'd the live-long night. 
Some ſay, the earth was fev'rous, and did ſhake. 
Mach. Twas a rough night. 
I en. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A ſellow to it, 


Enter MacJuff . 


Macd. O horror! horror! horor! 
Nor — nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name 
ee 
Mach. and Len. What's the matter? 
Macd, Confuſion now hath made his maſter · piece: 
Moſt facrilegions Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o' th* building. 
Mach. What is't you ſay ? the life? 
Len. Mean you his Majeſty ? 
Nlacd. Approach the > = Ay and deſtroy your ſight 
With a new Gorgon Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves : awake! awake ! 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the alarum bell=——murther ! and treaſon ! 
Banqno, and Donald Bane ! Malcolm! awake! 
Shake off this Cowny fleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death itielf=_ up, up, and lee 
T he great doom's image Malcolm ! Banquo ! 
As from your graves riſe up, and walk like ſprights, 
To countenance this horror. 


SCE NN E V. 
Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. What's the buſineſs, 
That ſuch an hideous trumpet calls to parley 
I he ſleepers of the houſe? Speak. | 
Macd Gentle Lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can ſpeak, 
The repetition in a woman's car 


Would murther as it tell-—O Banquo, Bar quo! 


zht 


OT. 
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Euter Banquo. 


Our royal maſter's murther d. 
Lay. Woe, alas ! 
What, in our houſe ?-- ——— 
Ban Too cruel any where. 
Mac ſuff, | pr'y thee contradii thyſelf, 
And ſay it is not ſo. 


Enter Macheth, Lenox, and Roil:, 


Mach. Had | but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleſſed time : ior, trom this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious “ in mortality; 
All is but toys; renown and grace is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
1s left this vault to brag of, 


Enter Malcolm and Donald Bane. 


Don. What is amiſs? 

Mach. You are, and do not know't : 

The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ltopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. 

Mac4. Your royal father's murther'd. 

Maul. Oh, by whom? 

Len. | hoſe of his chamber. as it ſeem'd, had done't: 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood; 
So were their daggers, which unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows; they ſtar'd and were diſtracted ; 
No man's life was to be truſted with them. 


Mach. O, yet | do repent me of my fury, 
That i did kill them. 


Macd Wherefore did you ſo? 

Mach. Who can be wife, amaz'd, temp' and 
Loyal and neutral f in a mo-nent ? no man. ious, 
** i he expedition of my violent love | 
** Outrun the pauſer, reaſon Heie lay Duncan; 
„tio ſilver ikin lac d with his golden blood, 

„ And his galu'd tabs look' 4 like a breach in nature, 

« For ruin's waiteful entrance; there the wurtherers, 

** 3teep'd in the colours of their trade, their dag gets 
fer ius, for valuoble. | 


f new Þ/, tor aucyncern.!, indiferem. 
Vor. VE. Y 
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„% Unmanly reech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
<< That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
% Courage, to make's love known ? 
Lady. Help me hence, ho! eming te ſaint. 
Macd Look to the Lady. e Mes 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moſt may claim this argument for ours ? 
Deu. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
\\ ere our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 
lay ruſh, and ſeize us! Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 
Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow on 
The foot of motion. 
Ban. Look to the Lady; 
[ Lady Macbeth it carried out, 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
"Chat ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us. 
In the great hand of God | ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence “ 1 fight 
Ci treas'nous malice, 
Macb. So do l. 
All. So all. | 
Mach, Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i th' hall together. 
All. Well contente LExe. all but Mal. and Don. 
Mal. What will you do ? let's not conſort with them: 
To ſhew an unfelt ſorrow, is an office 
M hich the falſe man does eaſy. 1'll to England. 
Don To Ireland, I; cur ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer ; where we are, 
There's daggers in men's ſmiles ; the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 
Mal. This murtherous ſhaft that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horſe ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift au ay; there's warrant in that theft, 
M hich ſteels itſelf when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt, 


* pretence, for aff, 
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SCENE vi. The eutſde of Macheth's caſtle. 
Enter Rolle, with an Old Man. 


914. M. Threeſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which time I've ſeen 
Hours dreadful and things ſtrange ; but this fore night 
IIath trifled former knowings. | 

Neſſe. Ah, good father, 
Thou ſeeſt the heav'ns, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten this bloody ſtage “: by th' clock, tis day 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp: 
is't night's predominance, or the day's ſhane, 
That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
Whea living light thould kiſs it? 

Cid M. Lis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt, 
„A faulcon, tow'ring in her pride of place, 
« Was by a mouſing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd.” 

R:Je. And Duncan's horlzs, (a thing moil ſtrange 

and certain !), 

Beauteous and ſwiſt, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Cyiitending *gainlt obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 

Old IM. Tis ſaid they ate each other. 

RoſJe. hey did ſo; to th” amazement of mine eyes, 
That look d upon t. 

Enter Macduff. 


Here comes the good Macduff, 

How goes the world, Sir, now? 
Macd. Why fee you not? 
Roe. Ist known who did this more than bloody 
Macd, Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain. [dezl ? 
Ri Alas, the day! 

M hat good could they pretend? 
Macd. They were ſuborn'd; 

Malcolm, and Donald Bane, the King's two ſons, 


Are ſtoln away and fled; which puts upon them 
Sulpicion of the deed, 


lage, for act. 
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R:/e. Gainſt nature (till ; 
Thriitieſs Ambition! that wilt ravin 
Thine own lite's means Then 'tis moſt like 
1 he ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth? - 
Mad He is already nam d, and gone to Scone 
Jo be invelled, 
Roſſz, Where is Duncan's body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmeſkill, 
The ſacred ſtore- houſe of his predeceſſors, 
Ind guardian of their bones. 
ce. Will jou to Scone ? 
cd. No, couſin, I Il to Fiſe, 
ico, Well, I will thither, 
-iucd, Well, may you lee things well done there t 
adicu, 
Len our old 10bves ſit eaſier than Our new ! 
ie Farewel, father. 
Gid IM. God's benifon go with you, and with thoſe 
IIe would make good of bas, and friends of foes. 
[Excurt, 


E 
An apartment in the palace, 


Enter Banquo, 


Hon baſt it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all 
The weyward women promis d; and, | car, 

” hou play dt molt foully for't. Yet it was faid, 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy polterity ; 
But that myſelt ſhould be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth jrom them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine *), 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my oracles as well, 
And fet we up in hope? But, huth, no more, 


Trumpets ſcund. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Nac. 


Leth, Lenox, Refle, Lords, and Aller dari 
Macb. Here's our chief gueſt, 
6 ſine, for prejger: 


A. 


Mac- 


Se. 2. The Tragedy of Machleth, 


Lady. If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 

And all things unbecoming. 

Mach. To- night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 

And I'll requeſt your preſence. 

Ban. Lay your bighneſs' 

Command upon me; to the which my duties 

Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tie 

For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord. 
Mach. We ſhould have elſe deſir'd 

Tour good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 

And proſperous) in this day's council ; but 

We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride? 

Ban, As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 

'T wixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the better, 

| muſt become a, borrower ot the night 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Mach, Fail not our feaſt. 
Ban. My Lord, I will not. 
Mach. We hear our bloody couſins are beſtowed: 

In Fngland and in lreland; not confeſſing 

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 

With ſtrange invention, hut of that to-morrow 3 

When therewithal we ſhall have cauſe ot ſtate, 

Craving us joiptly Hie to horſe : adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord; our time does call upon us. 
Mach 1 with your horſes ſwitt, and ſure of toot; 

And my do commend you to their backs. 

Farewel. Exit Banquos. 

Let every man be maſter of his time . 

Till ſeven at night; to make fociety. 

The iweeter welcome, we will keep ourſelf 

Till ſupper- ume alone: till then Cod be with you. 

LExeunt Lady Macbeth and Lordi. 


SCENE II. Manent Macbeth and a Servant. 


Sirrah, a word with you: attend thoſe men 
Our pleaſure ? 
Ser. They are, my Lord, without the palace · gate. 
Y3 | 
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Zach, Bring them before us To be thus, is nothing: 
[ Exit Servant, 
But to be ſafely thus. Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature 
Reign that which would be iear'd, Tis much he dares; 
And to that Jauntlel(s temper of his mind, 
tie hath a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in ſafety, There's none but he 
Whole being 1 do fear: and, under him, 
My genius is rebuk d; as, it is ſaid, 
Antony's was by Czfar. He chid the ſiſters, 
When firit they put the name of King upon me, 
And bad them ſpeak to him; then prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 
And put a barren iceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal band, 
No fon of mine ſucceeding, If ttis ſo, 
For Banquo's iſſue have 1 *filed “ wy mind: 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murther'd 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace 
Only for them: and mine eternal jewel 
Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 
To make them Kings. The ſeed ct Banquo Kings 
«* Rather than fo, ccme fate into the liſt, 
And champion me to th' utterance! — Who's there: 


Enter a Servant, and Iwo Murthkerer:. 


Go to the door, and ſtay there, till we call. [Exit Sor. 
Mes it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Hur. It was o, pleaie your hHighnels. 
Mach. Well then, now 
You have coulider'd of my ſpeeches? Know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 
So under fortune, which ycu thought had been 
Our inncceut .cit This I mave gcoc to jou 
In our laſt count 'rence, pilt in probation with you ; 
How you were berue uw haud, Lou crois'd, the iullru- 
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To half a ſoul, and to a notion “ craz'd, 
Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mur. True, you made it known. 

Mach. 1 did ſo; ard went fu: ther, which is now 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patience fo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? are you fo goſpell'd, 
To pray for this good man and for his iſſue, 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 
1 Mur. We are men, my Liege. 
Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, ſpaniels, cura, 
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are clep'd 
All by the name of dogs; the valued file 
« Diſtinguiſhes the ſwifr, the flow, the ſubtle, 

The houſe-keeper, the hunter; every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike; and ſo of men. 
Now, it you have a (tation in the file, 
% And not in the worlt rank of manhood, ſay it; 
And | will put that buſineſs in your boſoms, 
M hole execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wer our health but ſi-kly in his lite, 
Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. | am one 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of! the world 
Have ſo incens d, that 1 am recklels what 
I do, to ſpite the world. 

i Mar. And l another, 
So weary vith- diſaſtrous tuggs with fortune, 
That 1 would ict wy lite on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid ont. 

Mach. Both cf you 
Kr.ow, Banquo was your enemy. 

Mur. \ rue, my Lord, 


Mach. So is he mine, and in ſuch bloody diſtance +, 


®*-netion, for the underſtanding, 
teilung, tor enmity, 
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That every minute of his being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my fight, 
And hid me well avouch it; yet 1 muſt not, 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whoſe loves | may not drop; but wail his tall, 
Whom I myſelt firuck down: and thence it is 
That 1 to your aſſiſtance do make love, 
Maſking the buſineſs from the common eye. 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 

2 Mur. We hall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur. 'l hough our lives —— 

Mach. Your ſpirits thize through you. In this hour, 
J will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves; [at moſt, 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o' th' time *, 
The moment on't: (for t mutt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace; always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs\, and with him 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work),. 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 
(Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 
Than is his father's), muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour Reſolve yourſelves apart,, 
1 come to you anon. 

Mur. We are reſolved, my Lord. 

Mach, I'll call upon you ſtraight; abide within, 

[ Exeunt Murthberers, 

It is concluded : Banquo, thy ſoul s flight, 
If it find heav n, mult find it out to-night.. Exit. 


SCENE HI. Another apartment in the palace. 
Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.. 


Lady ls Banquo gone from court? 
Ser. Ay, Madam, but returns again to right, 
Lady. Say to the King, Ii would attend his leiſure 
For «a few words. 
Ser, Madam, I will. | Exit. 
Lady. Novght's had, all's ſpent; 
Where our deſire is got without content. 


® 4. e. the critical junc dus e. 
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'Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than by deitruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone? 
Ot ſorrieſt tancies your co npanions making, 
Uling thoſe thoughts, which thould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on? I bings without all remedy 
Should be without regard. What's done, is done. 
Mach, We have icotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it— 
« Shi cloſe, and be herſell; whilit our poor malice 
* Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
* Bat let both worlds di-joint, and all things ſuffer, 
„ Fre we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
« In the aftlictiou of theſe terrible dreams, 
That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 
« (Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace), 
© Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
« In reſtleſs ecſtaſy ®. Dancan is in his grave: 
« After lite's fittul fever, he ſl:eps well. 
« Treaſon has done his worſt; nor ſteel, nor poiſon, 
« Malice f domeliic, foreign levy, nothing 
« Can touch him further ! 
Lady. Come on. 
Gentie, my Lord, fleek o'er your rugged looks ; 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your gueiis to-night. 
Much. So (hall I, love; and ſo | pray be you, 
Let your remembrance tl] apply to Bauquo, 
Pi eſent him emmence , both with eye aud tongue. 
Unſale the while, that we muſt lave our honours 
In theſe 1o fluit'ring ſlreams, and make our faces 
Vizards t our hearts, d:{guifing what they are 
Lady. You muſt leave this. 
Macb. O, tuil of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wiſe! 
Thou know'lt that Banquo and his Fleance lives. 
Lady. But in them nature's || copy's uot eternal. 
Macb. There s con:fort yet, they are aſſailable; 
Then be thou jocund, ** Ere the bat hath fluwa 


® ecſicfy, for maineſs. 

+ malice, for couſpiracy. 
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« His cloyſter'd flight; ere to black Hecat's ſummons 
© The ſhard-bora beetle “ with his drowſy hums 

% Hath rung night's yawning peal, there thall be done 
« A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Alach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. ** Come, feeling night, 
«« Skarf up the 'ender eye of pitiful day, 

„% And with thy bloody and inviſihle hand 

1% Cancel and tear to pieces that great boud 

© Which keeps me pale Night thickens, and the 
« Makes wing to th' rooky wool . [crow 
« Good things of day begin to droog and drowze, 

«« Whiles night's black agents to their prey do roale, 
«© Thou marvell'ſt at my words; but hold thee (till, 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill : 

50 pr'ythee go with me. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE Iv. 
Changes to a park ; the caſtle at a diſtance, 
Enter three Murtherers. 


1 Nur. But who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mar, Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 

[ Speaking to the firſl, 

Our offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt. 

1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The welt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day. 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace, | 
To pain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſul ject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horſes. 

[ Banquo a] Give us light there, ho! 

2 Mur. Then it is he: the reſt 
That are within the note of expectation, 
Aleady are i' th' court. 

1 Mur. His horles go about, 

3 Mur. Alwoſt a mie: but he dues uſually, 
(So all men do), from hence to th' palace - gate. 
Make it their walk. 


® i, e. the beetle Latched in clefts of wood... 
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Enter Banquo ard Fleance, with a torch, 


2 Mur. A light, alight, 
3 Mur. is he. 
1 Mur. Stan to't. 
Ban. It will be rain to-night. 
1 Mur. Let it come d:wa. [They aſſault Banquo, 
Ban. Oh, treachery ! 
Fly, Fleance, fly, fly, fly; 
Thou may t revenge. Oh ſlave ! 
[ Dies, Fleance eſcaper. 
2 Aur. Who did ſtrike out the light? 0 
i Mur. Was't not the way? - 
3 Maur. There's but one down; the ſon 
I; fled. 
2 Maur. We've loſt beſt half of our aſſair. 
1 Mur. Well, let's away, and fay how much is done. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE v. Changes te a room of flale in the caſiley 


A banquet prepar d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, Le · 


nox, Lor di and Attendants. 
Mach. Yon know your own degrees, fit down; 
And firſt and laſt, the hearty welcoue. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majelty. | 
Mach. Ourtclf will mingle wich ſociety, 
And play the humble holt. 
Our hoiteſs keeps her late, but in beſt time 
We will require her welcome, [ They fit, 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks they're welcome. 


Enter firſt Murtherer. 


Mach. See they encounter thee with their hearts? 
Eocth fides are even: here III fit i” th' midtt. {[thanks, 
be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaſure 
The table round 1] here's blood upon thy face. 

[To the Murtherer. aſide, at the door, 

Mur. Tis Barquo's then. 

Mach. Tis better thee without, than he within. 

Is he diſpatch d? 


255 The Tragedy »f Macbeth. Aa 3: 


Mur. My Lord, his throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mach Thon art the belt of cut-throats ; yet he's good, 
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didit it, 
Thou art the non-pareil. 
Maur Voſt Royal Sir, 
Fl-ance is '{cap'd. 
Mach, 2 comes my fit again. I had elſe been 
er ſect; 
10 Whole as the marble, founded xs the rock; 
« As broad and gen'ral as the eaſiny air: 
„ hut now m cabbin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
« To ſaucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's ſafe? — 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty treached gathes on his head ; 
The leaſt a death to Nature, 
Mach. Thanks for that ; \ 
« There the grown ſerpent lies : the worm that's fled, 
„ Hath nature that in time will ver.om breed; 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
We'll hear thee ourſelves again. [Exit Murtherer, = 
Lady. My royal Lord, 
You do not give the cheer; the feaſt is cold, 
That is not often vouched, while tis making * 
'Tis given with welcome · To feed, were beſt at home; * 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremony: Y 
Meeting were bare without it. | 
[The Ghoft of Banquo riſes, and fits in Macbeth's place · B. 
Mach. Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now good digeſtion wait on appetite, 


a a 


ms ca oe Oi... 


And health on both! | if 
Len, May't pleaſe your Highneſs fit ? T 
Mach. Here had we now our country's honour roof d, Sh 


Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſet, 
(M hom may I rather challenge tor unkindseſs 
Than pity for miſchance!) 

R:Je. His abſence, Sir, 


Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleaſe't your Highneſs w 1 
To grace us with your royal company ? _ 
Mach. The table's tull Starting 0 
Len Here's a place relerv'd, Sir. Th 


Mach. Where? 
Len, Here, my good Lord. 


ce“ 
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VW hat is't that moves your Highneſs ? 
Much. Which of you have done this? 
Lords, What, my good Lord ? 
Rach. ** Thou can't not ſay I did it: never ſhake 
&© Thy goary locks at me. 
Raſſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his Highneſs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy frien.ls, my Lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep ſeat. 
The fit is momentary, on a thonght 
He will again be well. It much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his pattion ; 
Feed, and regard him not Ate you a man? 
[To Macheth 24-, 
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look oa chat, 
Which might appal the devil. : 
Lady. O proper uff! 
© This is the very painting of your fear; DLL. 
© This is the air-drawn dagger, which you ſaid 
* Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and itarts 
* (lmpoſtors of true fear) would well become 
« A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
„ Authoris'd by her grandam. Shame itlelf ! ——- 
Why do you make ſuch face,? when all's done, 
You look but on a ſtool, 
Mach, Pr'ythee ſee there! 
Behold ! look! lo! How ſay you 2 
[ Painting is the Chai. 
„% Why, what care 1? if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too — 
If charnel houſes and our graves mult ſend 
Thoſe that we bury back, our monuments | 
Shall be the maws ot kites [The Ghoſt vani het. 
Lady What? quite unmann'd in tolly ? 
Mach, Wt 1 Rand here, | faw him 
La iy. Fie, for thame ! 
Mach ** Blond hath heen ſhe! ere now i' tht olden 
*« Ere human ſtatwe purg” the gen'ral weal; time, 
Ay. aut ſince too, murthers have been perform'd 
Joo terrible tor th' ear The times have been, 
That, when the brains were our, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they rife again 
With twenty mortal :nurthers on their crowns, 
Ad puch us from our itools, 1 his is more range 
Vor. VI. 2 
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Than ſuch a wurther is, 90 


Lad) My worthy Lord, T - 
Your noble triends do lack you, 77 

Nach. I do forget e 1 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends; } 
I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing ] 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all Que 
Then I'll fit down : give me ſame wine, fill full 4 
J drink to th' general joy of the whole table, But 
And to our dear friend banquo, whom we miſs ; I 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirlt, Att, 
And all to all. I 

1 :rds. Our duties, and the pledge. 7 


[The Gheft riſes again. 
Mach Avaunt, and quit my fight! Let the carth 
hive thee ! 
„Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; 
Thou bait no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with.“ 
Lady. T kink of this, good Peers, 
But as a thing of cultom ; 'tis no other ; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time, 
Mach. What man dare, | dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger ; 
„Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
„% Shall never tren ble; or be alive again, 
« And dare me to the deſart with thy iword ? 
„It trembling 1 inhibit “, then proteſt me 
„de baby ot a gu], Hence, horrible ihadow ! 
„Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, 1o,—being gore, 
[ The Ghbeojt vaniſhes. 
am a man again, Pray you fit (till. [The Lords ie. 
Lady. You have diiplac'd the mirth, broke the goud 
meetin 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. Can't ſuch things be, 
And overcome Þ us Ike a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder? 
Mach. You make me iu ange 
* izbibit, for refuſe. 
+ overcome is uſed for deceive. 


all! 
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1 En to the diſpoſition that I cwe®,, 
« Now when 1 thiak you can behold ſuck fights, 
and keep the natural ruby of your checks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear,” 
Refs. What fights, my Lord ? 
Lady I pray you ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
Queition enrages him: at once good night, [worſe; 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majeſty! 


2 


Lady Good night to all. LExeunt Lords. 
Macb. it will have blood; they ſay, blood will have 
blood; atk. 


© ones have heen known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 

Augurs, that underſtand relations , have 

By magpies, and by choughs, and rooks brcught forth 

Ihe ſecret'ſt man of blood, — What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning. which is which. 
Mach. How ſay'ſt thou, that Macduff denies his per- 

At our great bidding? [fon 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir ? 
Mach. I hear it by the way; but I will ſend, 

There's not a Thane of them, but in his houſe 

I keep a ſervant ſee d. I will to-morrow 

(Betimes | will) unto the weyward ſiſlers: 

More ſhall they ſpeak ;. for now l'm bent to know, 

By the worſt means, the worlt, for mine own good. 

All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood 

Stept in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as going o'er, 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand; 

V hich mult be. acted ere they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady You lack the ſeaſon of all natures, ſleep. 
Mach. Come, we'll to ſleep ; my ſtrange and ſe!f- 

ls the :nitiate fear, that wants hard uſe : [abuſe 

We're yet but young in deed, [ZE xeunt, 


Which in plain Engliſh is only, You make me juſt med. 
+ — is meant the rclatiop one thing is ſuppoſed to bear 
do another. 5 
+ Initiate fear, for that fear which a't« nds thoſe who are but new: 
l; initiated in ill; and hard uſe, for uſe that makes hardy, 
Z 2 
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8 
SCENE VI, Changes to the heath, 
Tlunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate, 
Mitch. Why, how now, Hecat'? you look angerly, 
Hee. Have | not reafon, beldams, as you are? 

Saucy, and cver-bold! how did you Gare * 
"Fo trade and traffic with Macbeth 7 
In riddles, and affairs of death? y 
And 1, the miſtreſs of your charms, A 
Ihe cloſe contriver of all harms, * 
Was never call'd to bear my part, 1 
Or ſhew the glory of our art ? 1 
And, which is worſe, all you have done — 
Vath been but for a wayward ſon; T 
Spightfal and wrathſul, who, as others do, a 
I. oves for Lis own ends, not for you, - 
Put make mends now; gct you gone, u 
And ut the pit cf Acheron 

cet me i th' morning: thitker he — 
ill come to know his deſtiry; | 
Your vefſels and your ſpeils provide, Hi 
Yovr charms and every thing beſte. 2 
am for th” air; this night l' ſpend (A 
Unto a diſmal fatal end. 

Great Luſic.el: muit be wrought ere noon : Bu 
Upon the corner of the moon Hi 
ere hargs a vap'rous drop, profound ; = 
11} catch it ere it come to ground; 5 

Ard that Giitill'd by magic fleights, | 
Shall rai!e tuch artificial ſprights, Fri 
As, by the firengrth of their illuſion, Lin 
Shall draw him on to his confuſion. Ot 
He ſhell tpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear Th 

Elis hopes bove wiſdom, grace, and fear: Ta 

And you all know, ſecurity 18 5 


Is mortal s chieſeit enemy. [ Mufic and a feng. To 


Hark, I am call d; my little ſpirit, ſee, Th 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ſtays tor me. To 
[ Sing within, Come away, come away, &c. Civ 

1 Witch. Come, let's make halle, the'll ſoon be back - 


agar, { Exeurt, 


FH 


7 240 


y, Kc. 


ze back 


Leun. 
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SCENE Vil. Changes to a chamber. 
Enter Lenox and another Lord. 


Len. My ſormer ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : only I lay 
Things have been ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth —— marry, he was dead. 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late. 
Whom you may ſay, if 't pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled : men mult not walk too late. 
You cannot want the thought, how monſtrous too 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donald Bane, 
To kill their ious father, damned fact! 
How did it grieve Macbeth? did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 
That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of flzep ? 
Was not that nobly done ? ay, wilely too ; 
For twould have anger d any heart alive 
To hear the men deny*t. So that, I ſay, 
He has borne all things well; aud 1 do think, 
1 hat had he Duncan's fons under his key, 
{As an't pleaſe Heav'n, he ſhall not), they ſhould find 
What 'twere to kill a father : So thuuld Fleance. 
But peace ! for from broad words, and caule he fail'd 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear 
Macduff lives in diigrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf ? 

Lord. The ſon of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives in the Engliſh court; and is receiv d 
Ot the moſt pious Edward with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes trom his high reſpet, Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward ; | 
That by the help of theſe (with him above 
To ratify the work) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, fleep to our nights ; 
Free from our tealts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive tree f honours : 


+ Free for grateſul, 


£3 
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All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exaſp'rated their King, that he 
Prepares for ſome attempt of war, 
Len. Sent he to Macduff? 
Lerd. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not J. 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 
And hums; as who ſhould ſay, You'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this anſwer. 
Len. And that well might 
Ad viſe him to a care to hold what diſtance 
His wiidom can provide. Some holy angel 
ly to the court of England, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come; that a ſwift bleſſing 
May foon return to this our ſuffering country, 
Under a hand accars'd ! 
Lord, II ſend my pray'rs with him. [Exeunt, 


| ACT Iv. $SCENE L 
A dark cave; inthe middle of a great cauldron burning. 
Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 


i Witch. Hrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
2 Witch. Twice and once the hedge- 
pig whin'd. 
3 Witch. Harper cries, 'Tis time, 'tis time, 
1 Hitch. Round about the cauldron go, 
In the poiſon d entremes throw, 


[ They march round the cauldrin, and threw in the ſeve- 
ral ingredients, as for the preparation of their charm, 


Toad, that under the cold one, s 
Days and nights has, thirty one, 
Swelter'd venom ſlee ping got; 
Boi! thou firſt i' th* charmed pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble, 
2 Witch Fillet cf a fenny inake, 
II the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Lye of. newt, and toe of irog ; 
Wool ot bat, and tongue of dog; 


Md ods tro £0. 


| — \ 
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Adder's fork, and blind worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing : 
For a charm of pow'r{ul trouble, 
Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble. 

Ail. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches mummy; maw, and gult 
Of the ravening ſalt-fea ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i“ th' dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming Jew : 
Gall of goat, and flips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's ecl'pſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 
Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, 
D:tch-deliver'd by a drab; 
Make the gruel thick, and ſlab, 5 
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron, 
For th' ingredients of our cauldron, 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and other three Witches. 


Hee, Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall thare i' th' gains. 


And now about the cauldron ling, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 


Inchanting all that you put in. 
Muſic and a ſong. 


Black ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey, 

Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 


2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
50-1! @ wicked this way comes: 
Open locks, whoever knocks, 


| 
: 
l 
: 
. 
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Mach. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight 
What is't you do? [hags ? 
All. A deed without a name. 
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it), aniwer me. 
+ Though you untie the winds, and let them fight. 
* Againſt the churches; though the yeily waves 
« Confound and ſwallow Navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down; 
* Though caltles topple on their warders heads ; 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope 
c Their heads to their foundations ; though the treaſure 
Of Nature's germins tumble all together, 
« Even till deſtruction ſicken : anſwer me 
To what I aſk you. 
z Witch. Speak, 
2 Witch. Demand. 
3 Witch, We'll anſwer · 
1 Witch. Say, if th' hadit rather hear it ſrom our 
Or from our maſters ? | [mouths, 
Mach. all em: let me fee em. 
1 Witch, Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murth rer's gibbet, throw 


Into the flame. 
All. Come high or low; 
Thyſelf and office deftly ſhow, [Thunder, 
Apparition of an armed head riſes, 


Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power 
1 Witch, He knows thy thought: 
Hear his ſpeech, but tay thou nought, 
Apps Macbeth | Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Mac- 
duff ! | 
Beware the I bane of Fiſe - diſmiſs me enough. 
LDeſcendi. 
Mach. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks. 
Thou'ſt harp'd my fear aright. But owe word more 


V 
N 
0 
8. 


„ 


. 


58 


ore potent than the firſt, 
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i Witch, He not will be commanded. Here's another 
[ Thunder . 


Appar ition of a bl:ody child riſes, 


App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth 
A4. Had | three ears, I'd hear thee. | 
Zipp. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute; laugh to ſ 
'The power of man; for none of woman-born 
Shall harm Macbeth, [Deſcends. 
Mauch. Then live, Macdufi : what need 1 fear of thee? 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fear it lies, 


And flcep in ſpight of thunder. Thunder, 


pparition of a child crowned, witha tree in his hand,r iſes. 


What 1s this 

That riies like the iſſie of a King, 

Aud wears upon his baby-brow the round 
Ard top of fovereignty ! 

A. Liſten, but ſpeak not. 

App. Be lion u ettled, proud, and take no care 
Who chufes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeih thall never vanquilh'd be, until 
Great 51rnan-wood to Dunſiaanc's high-hill 
Shall come agaiuſt him. 

Hach. That will never be: 

Who can impreſꝭ the forreit, bid the tree 
Unix his earth- bound root? Sweet boadments! good! 


[Deſcends. 


| Rebellious head riſe never. till the wood 


Of Birnan rite, and our high-plac d Macbeth 
Shall live the leate cf nature, pay his breath 
To Time and mortal cuſtow ! --- Yet my heart 
1 brobs to know one thing; tell me, (if your art 
Can tell fo much), thall 5.:nqu»'s iſſae ever 
Reign in this kingdom: 

All. Seek to kuow no more. 

[The cauldran ſinks into the ground. 

Mach. I will be ſatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And ar. eternal curſe fol! on you! Let me know 
Why ſinks that cauldron ? and what noile is this? 


[ Hautboys. 
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1 Witch. Shew ! 
2 Witch. Shew ! 
3 Witch. Shew ! 
All. Shew his yes, and grieve Lis heart; 
Come like thadows. fo depart. 
[ Eight Kings appear and paſs aver in order, the laſt hold- 
ing a glaſs in his land: with Banquo fellowing them. 
Mach. Thou art tov hike the ſpirit of danquo; down! 
Thy crown does fear mine eve balls — And thy air 
(Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the fir i 
A third is like the former filthy hags ! 
Why do y u ſhew me this? —4 tourth ?—Start, eye! 
What! will the line ſtretch out to th' crack of doom? 
Another yet? A ieventh ! I'll fee no tore 
And yet he eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more; and ſome I tee, 
That tw. old balls and trebie ſceptres carry. 
Horrible ſight ! nay. now 1 ſee tis true; 
For the blood bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for hiz What, is this ſo? 
1 Witch. Ay, vir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands Macbeth thus «mazedly ? 
Come, filters, chear we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the belt of our delights; 
I'll. charm the air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your antic round ; 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. LAſuſſe. 
[ The witches dance and vanith. 
Alach. Where are they? gone? Let this pernici- 
Stand ay accurſed in the kalendar ! { ous. hour 
Come in, without there! 


Enter Lenox. 


Len. What's your Grace's will ? 

Mach. Saw you the weyward fiiters ? 

Len, No, my Lord. 

Mach. Came they not by you? 

Len. No indee l, my Lord, 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them! 1 did hear 
The galloping of horſe. Who was't came by? 
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Len. 'Tistwo or three, my Lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Mach. Fled to England ? 

Len. Ay. my good Lord, 

Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt ® my dread exploits ; 
The fliyhty purpole never is o'ertook . 
Ualeis the eed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firit}ng+ ot my heart ſhall be 
The firtihngs of wy hand. And even now 


To crown my thoughts with acts, be't thought and 


J he caltle o Macdutt t will {arpriſe [done ! 
Seize upon Fife. give to the edg: o' th' ſword 

H's wite, bis babes, and all untortunatc fouls 

That trace him in his line. No boalting like a fool, 
This deed 1 1! © betore the purpote cool, 

But no more ſights. Where ace theſe gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II Changes ts Macduff's caſtle in Fife, 
Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Roſſe. 


L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the 
Reiſe You mutt have patience, Madam. [laud ? 
L. Macd. He had none; 

His fl ght was madneſs; when our actions do not, 

Our fears do make us traitors. 
Naſſe You know not, 

Whether it vas his wiſdom, or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wiidom ? to leave his wite, to leave his 
His wanſion, and his titles, in a place [ babes, 
From whence him:elt does fly ? He loves us not, 
He warts the nat ral touch, tor the poor wren, 
1 he moſt ciminutive of birds, will ght, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the owl. 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wit. om, where the flight 
So runs againſt all reaton 

Re. My deareſt couſin, 


i. e. dcfrateſt. 


+ ov'erlcck is here uſed for coming to . The expreſſion is bad, 
= * ſenie gcod; which is, that prrpeſes delnved are generally de- 
ect 


* 
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I pray you ſchool yourſelf; but for your huſband, 
He's noble, wile, judicious, and bet knows 
The fits o' th' ſeaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further; 
But cruel are the times, when we are trairors, 
And do not know ourſelves : when we hold rumour * 
From what we fear, yet know aot what we fear ; 
But float upon a wild ard violent fea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you; 
*Tihall not be long but Il be here again: 
Things at the worlt will ceaſe, or elie climb upward 
To what they were before, My pretty couſin, 
Bleſſing upon you! 
L. Maca. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherleſs. 
Roese. I am fo much a fool, ſhould I Ituy longer, 
It would be my diſgrace and your diſcomfort. 
1 take my leave at once. [ Exit Rolle, 
L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
And what will you do now ? how will you live ? 
Son, As birds do, mother. 
L. Macd.. What, on worms and flies? 
Son. On what I get, I mean; and 1o do they. 
L Macd, Poor bird! thou'dit never tear the net, nor 


The pit-fall, nor the gin. lime, 
Sen. Why thoull I, mother? poor birds, they 4 are 
pot fet for 


My father is rot dead for all your ſaying. 
I.. Macd. Yes, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a 
father ? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a huſband ? 
L. Macd. Why, 1 can buy me twenty at any market, 
Son. i hen you'll buy em to fel! again, 


L. Macd. I hou ſpeak it with all thy wit, aud ye: 


i faith, 

With wit euough for thee. 

Sen Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L Macd. ay, that he was. 

Son, What is a tiaitor ? 

L Macd Why, one that ſwears and lies. 

Son. And be all taitors that do fo ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does 10, is a traitor, nd 
muſt be hang d 


* 4 6 bold rumour, Ggnifies to be govern'd ly the autherity of rumors 
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don. And mnſt they all be hang d, that ſwear an lie? 

L. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who muit hang them! 

L. Macd. Why, the honeit men. 

Son. Then the lyars and ſwearers are fools, for there 
are lyars and ſwearers enow to beat the hone't men, 
and hang up them. 

L. Macd God help thee, poor monkey ! But how 
wilt thou do for a father ? 

Sen. if he were dead, you'd weep for him: if yon 
would not, it were a good fign that 1 ſhould quickly 
have a new father, 

L. Macd. Poor pratler ! how thou talk'ſt? 


Enter a Meſſengers 


Me. Bleſs you. fair dame! I am not to you known» 

Though in your ſtate of honour | am pertect; 

doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly. 

if you will take a homely man's advice, 

Be not found here; hence with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks I am too lavage ; 

To do worſhip “ to you, were tell crueity, 

Which is too nigh your perſon. Heav'n preſerve yon! 

dare abide no longer LExit Meſſenger. 
L. Macd. M hither ſhonld 1 fly? 

I've done no harm, But I remember now, 

I'm in this eaithly world, where to do harm 

Is often laudable; to do good, ſometime 

Accounted dang'rous folly. M hy then, alas! 

Do | put up that womanly detence, 

To ſay, I'd done no harm ? — What are theſe faces ? 


Enter Murtherers, 


Aur. Where is your huſband ? 


L. Macd. I hope, in no place io unſanctiſied, 
Where ſuch as thou may it find him. 
Mur. tre's a traitor, 


Son. Thou ly |, thou ſhag-ear'd villain. 


Mur. What, you . a [Stabbing kim. 
Young fry ot treachery 
Fe. To do worſpip, fignificd, in the pl.raſe of il at time, le pay - 
tr Vance. 
Vor. VI. Aa 
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Son. He'as kill'd me, mother; 5 

Run away, pray you. 0 

[Exit L. Macduff, crying Murther ; Murtherer; 0 

purſue ber. * 10 

42 5 \ 

c<aw ww 2 7: B 
Changer u 4% King of England's palace, N 

Erter Malcolm and Macduff. 10 

Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ꝰ ſhade, and there 

Weep our ſad boſoms empty. 1 
Maca 66 Let us rather 1 \ 

„Hold faſt the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, * 
«« Beſtride our downfaln birth-doo:n: each new morn, 4 
„% New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new ſorrows * 
% Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 18 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell d out 14 
Like ſyllables of dolour. * 
Mal. „ What | believe, I'll wail; — 
„What know, believe; and, what I can redreſs, Th 
*« As 1 ſhall find the time to friend, 1 will, * 
«« What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance; | 7 
This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters cur tongues, Wh 


„% Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, or 
«« He hath not touch d you yet. 1'm young ; but ſome - Shal 


«« You may deſerve of him through me; tis wiſdom 
To offer up à weak, poor innocent lamb, 

T' appeaſe an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous, 

Mal ** But Macbeth is. 

« A good and virtuous nature may recoile 

« In an imperial charge. | crave your pardon. 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe ; 


Angels are bright {tl}, though the brighteſt fell: mo: 

*« Though all things foul would wear the brows of Of b. 

Vet grace muſt ſtill look to. [ grace, In 
Macd. I've loſt my hopes AM. 
Mal. — ev n there where I did find my 1 


® deſwate, for ſolitary ſunply. | t 
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„Why ia that rawaeſs left you wife and children, 
© Thee precious motives ®, thoſe ſtrong knots of love, 
„ Without leave takiag ? ——_ pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be your dilhonours, 
But miae own ſafet es: you may be rigatly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think. 

Macd. ** Blee J, bleed, poor country! 
« Great tyranny, lay thou thy baiis jure, 
© For goodnels dares not check thee? Wear thou thy 

wron 

His title is affzar'd. Fare thee well, Lord: 
would not be the villain that thou think'|, 
For the whole ſpace that's in the tyraut's graſp, 
And the rich eaſt to boot. 

Mal. Be not offen ed; 
I ſpeak not as in abiolute fear of you. 
I think our country ſinks bencath the oke; 
It weeps, it blecls, and each næw day a gall 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands uplitte in my right: 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Ot gooJly thoutands. But for all this, 
Whea I hall tread upon the tyraat's head, 
Or wear it oa my ſword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed. 

Med. What thould he be? 

Mal, + It is myſelf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice ſo grafted, 
That, when they ſhall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will ſeec as pure as ſnow, and the poor tate 
Ettcem him as a lamb, being compar d 
With my configeleſs harms, 

Macd. Not in the legions 
ot horrid hell can come a devil more damu'd, 
In evils to top Macbeth. 

Aal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falle, deceitful, 


* mitives, for plelges, 


+ This coaterence of Malco'm with Macduff, is taken out of the 
curonicles of Scotland. 


Aa 2. 
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Sudden ®, malicious, ſmacking of every fin 
Fhat has a name. But there's no bottom, none, 


In my vcloptuouſneſs: your wives, your daughters, 


Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The ciitern of my luſt ; and my delire 
All cortireut unpediments would o'er-bear, 
That sid oppote my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than tuch an one to reign. 

Macd ** Boundlels intemperance 
« In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
« Th untimely empting of the happy throne, 
«© And fall of many kings. But ſear not yet 
To t.iks upon you what is your's: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty. 


And yet 16-4 cold, the time yon may fo hoodwink : 


We've u hung dames enough; there cannot be 
1 bat vulture in you to devour fo many, 

As w il 10 greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it to inclin'd, 

Mal. With this, there 
In ny moſt ill compos'd affection, ſuch 
A anchleſs avarice, that, were | a King, 

1 thou!d cut off the Nobles for their lands; 
Pefire his jewels, and this other's houſe ; 

And ny more having would be as a ſauce 

To make me hunger more; that I ſhould ſorge 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the good and loyal, 
Deſtroyiug them for wealth, 

Mud. This avarice | 
Strikes deeper; grows with more pernicious root 
© Than ſummer-teeming luſt; and it hath been 
« The ſword of our flain kings: yet do not ſear ; 
Scotland hath foyſons to fill up your will, 

Of your mere own, All theſe are portable, 
With other graces weigh'd. 


Mal. But I have none. The king-becomiog graces; 


„As juſtice, verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, 
4% Bounty, perſev'rance, mercy, lowlineſs, 
« Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude ; 
« J havenorelith of them; but abound 
la the diviſion of each ſeyeral crime, 


faden, for capricicus. 
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« Acting it many ways. Nay, had 1 power, 1 ſhould 
« Sour the ſweet milk of concord inco hate, 
«© Uproar the univerlal peace, confound 
« All unity on earth. 

Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland. 

Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: 
1 am as | have ſpoken. 

Macd. ** Fit to govern ? 
« No, not to live. O nation miſerable, 
«© With an untitled tyrant, bloody-ſcepter'd ! 
« When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeiome days again? 
% Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
% By his own interdiction ſtands accurs'd, 
„% And does blaſpheme his breed. Thy royal father 
Was a moſt fainted King; the Queen that bore thee, 
Oſt'ner upon her kaces than on her feet, 
Dy d every day ſhe liv'd. Oh, fare thee well! 
Theſe evils thou repeat it * upon thyſelf, 
Have banilh's me from Scotland. Oh, my breaſt ! 
Thy hope ends here. 

Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 
«© Child of integrity, hath from my foul 
Wip d the black ſcruples; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devitith Macbeth : 
By many ot theſe trains hach tought to win me 
Into his pow'r ; and modeſt wiſcom plucks me . 
From over-crec ulous halte. But God above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
I put myſelt to thy direction, and 
Uutpeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
Ine tainis and blames I laid upon myiclf, 
For ttrangers to my nature, I am yet 
Uukaown to woman, never was toriworn, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At uo Lune broke my faith, would not betray 
Tune devil to his fellow, and delight 
No leis in truth than lite: my firit falſe-ſpeaking 
Was thi: upon mylelt. What I am truly, 
Is the, and my poor country s, to command: 
Whither wdeed, before thy here- approach, 
Old Siward with tea chouſand warlike men, 


® repeat, for reckin up, charge upon, 
A à 3 
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All ready at appoint “, was ſetting forth, 

Now we'll together, ard the chance of goodneſs 

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you ſilent? 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once, 

*Tis hard to reconcile f. 


Mal. Well; moreanon, Comes the King forth, 1 
pray you ? 
Dz4. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of wretched ſouls, 
That ſtay his cure; their malady convinces | 
The great aſſay of art. But, at his touch, 
Such ſanctity hath heaven given his hand, 
They preſently amend. [Exit, 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor. 
Macd. What's the diſeaſe he means? 
Mal. Tis call'd the evil ; 
A moit miraculous work in this good King, 
Which often ſince my here remain in England 
I've ſeen him do. How he ſolicits heav'n, 
Himſelt beſt knows; but ſtrangely viſited people 
All ſwola and ulc'rons, pitiful to the eye, 
T he mere deſpair of ſurgery, he cures; 
Hanging a golden ſtamp about their necks, 
Tut on with holy prayers : and tis ſpoken, 
To the fucceeCiag royalty he leaves 
The he. lag benediction. With this ſtrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly giſt of prophecy ; 
And ſundry bleflings hang about his throne, 
That ſpeak him full of grace, 


SCENE VI. Erter Roſſe. 


AMacd, See who xomes here 
Mal. My countryman; but yet 1 know him not. 
Macd. My ever gentle ccuſin, welcome hither. 


Mal. I know him now. Good God betimes remose 


The means that makes vs ſtrangers ! 
Ruſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scctland where it did? 
i. e. at the place appoivted, at the readczvous, 


4 16 reconcile, tor to bear with temper, 
cd ice, for cefeair, CU? AMES. 
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Raſſe. Alas, poor country, 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf. It cannot 


But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile : 


A modern ecitaſy : the dead man's knell 


Ex pi e before the flowers in their caps; 
« Dy ng or e er they ſicken. 
Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice. and yet too true ! 
Mal What's the neweſt grief? 


285. 


Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 


Where ſighs and groans, and thrieks that read the air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent forrow ſeems 


is there ſcai ce aſk d for whom: and good mens' lives 


Roſe, That of an bour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker, 


Each minute terms a new ones | 
Macd. How daes my wife? 
Rofſe. Why, well— 
Macd. And all my children? 
Roſe Well too. 


Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Rofje. No; they were well at peace when 1 did 


leave em. 


Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how goes it ? 
Roſe. When | caine hither to tranſport the tidings, 


Which | have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 


Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witnets d ® the rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a-foot. 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in 5cotland 
Would create ſoldiers, and make womea fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 
Mal Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thouſand men; 
An older, and a better foldier, none 
1 hat Chriſtendom gives out. 
Roſſe. Would 1 could anſwer 
% 7] his comfort with the like: But I have words 
* That would be howl'd out in the deſart air, 
«© Where hearing ſhould not catch them, 
Macd. What concern they? | 


® witacſs'd tor confirm'd, 
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The gen'ral cauſe ? or is it a fee-grief 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? E 
Roſe. No mind that's honeſt, 


But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part Co, 
Pertains to you alone, 4 
Macd. If it be mine, An 


Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Raſſe Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
M hich ſhall poſſeis them with the heavieſt ſound, 


That ever yet they heard. wo 
Macd. Hum! 1 gueſs at it. 4 
Roſſe Your callle is ſurpris'd, your wife and babes Cot 

Savagely flaughter'd ; to relate the manner, on 

Were on the quarry of theſe murther d deer * | 

To add the death of you. | 
Mat Mercitul heav'n ! 

What, man! ne'cr pull your hat upon your brows. Th 


Give ſorrow words; the grief that does not ſpeak. 
Whiſpers the o'er-franght heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. ** My children too! 
Reſſe. Wile, children, ſervants, all that could be 


found. | 
Macd, And 1 mult be from thence ! my wife kill'd 
too ! De 

Roje I've faid. 

Mal Be comforted. 1 it ſt 
Let's make us med cines of our great revenge, ( 
To cure this deadly grief. ; ſect 

Med ** He has no children. All my pretty ones? her 
„% Did you ſay, all? What, all! oh, hell-kite! all? “ upe 

Mal Endure it like a man. bed 

Macd. 1 thall do 10; 1 


© But I mutt alſo feel it as a man. 

«« cannct but remember ſuch things were, 

„% T hat were mott precious to me Did heav'n look on, 
«© And would not take their part? finful Macduff, 

„% They were all (truck for t ee ! naught that 1 am, 
« Not for their own demerit:, but tor mine, 


* — ch, ell kite! all! 
Wrlat, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At ene teli ſwoop ? | 
Mal, Endure it, &c, 


de 
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« Fell langhter on their ouls Heav'n reſt them now! 
Mal. Be this the whetitoue of your tword, let grief 

Convert to wrath : +luut not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 

And braggart with wy iongue- But, gentle heav'a ! 

«© Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front, 

„ Bring thou this fend of Scotland and myſelf; 

© Withn my ſword's lergth ſet him, it he ſcape, 

© Then heav'n {orgive him too! 
Mal. 1 his ture goes manly, 

Come. go we to the Kun, our power is ready 

Our lack is nothing but our le. de. Macbeth 

ls ripe tor ſhaking, and the powers above 

0 Put on their ialtruments, Receive what cheer you 


may; 
The night is long that never finds the day. [C xcunt. 


" 38 wh £5. © S CR SS - 4 
An antichamber in Macbeth's caſtle, 
Enter a Docter of Phyfic, ana a gentieu man. 


Deo. I Have two nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceive no tiuth in your report, When was 
it ſhe laſt walk'd ? 

Cent. Since his Majeſty went into the field, I have 
ſeen her riſe from her bed, throw her night-gown upon 
her, unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon't, read it, after wards ſeal it, and again return to 
bed; yet all this while in a moſt faſt fleep. 

Dee. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 
once the benefit oi fleep, and do the eflects of watch- 
ing. In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, 
and other actual performances, what (at any tine) have 
you heard her lay? 

Gent, That, Sir, which 1 will not report after her. 

Dect. You may to me, and tis moſt meet you ſhould, 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one, having no Wit» 
gels to confirm my ſprech. 
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Enter Lady Macbeth with 4 taper. 


Lo, you! here ſhe comes. This is her very guiſe, and, 
upon my life, fait all:ep; obſerve her, Hand cloie. 

Dot How came lhe by that light? 

Gent. Why, it ſtood by her: lhe has light by her 
cort.nualiy, tis her command. 

Dec You ſee her eyes arc open. 

Gent Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 

D:&. What is it ſhe does now? look how ſhe rubs 
her hands 

Gent lt is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem 
thus waſhing her hands I have known her continue in 
this a qarter cf an hour. 

Laly. Yet here's a ſpot. 

Dect Hark, th: ſpeaks I will ſet down what comes 
from ger. to fortity my reT<m'-rance the more ſtrongly, 

Lady Out. damred pot; out, | 1% — one; two; 
« why then, 't's ti ne to doit. —- Hell is mus ky. Fie, 
% my Lord, fie! a foldier, ard afra; whit need we 
4% tear who knows it, when none can cilt Or power to 
% account ? -— Yet who woul:t have thought the old 
% man to have ſo much blood in him? 

Do@. Do you mark that? 

Lady. the T hane of Fite had a wiſe; where is ſhe 
now ? * What, will theſe hands ne er be clean? | 
% No more o' that, my Lord, no mote o' that: you 
* mar all with this ſtarting. 

Doc Go to, go to; you have known what you 
ſhould nor. 

Gent, She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am furs 
of that : heav'n knows what the has known, 

Lad). Here's the ſmell of blood till: all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this httle hand, Oh! 
oh! oh! 

4 What a ſigh is there? the heart is ſorely 
. 

— I woul not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, 
for the dignity of the whole body, 

Dot. Well, Kell, well. 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir. 

Dect. This Citeale is beyond my practice: yet | have 
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known thoſe which have walk'd in their ſleep, who 
have died holy in their beds 

Lady. Waſh your hands, put on your night-gown, 
% look not 1o pale | tell you yet again Banquo's 
% buried; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Dect. Eveh fo ? 

Lady “ü To bed; to bed ; there's knocking at the 
« gate: come, come, come, come, give me your 
% hand. — What's done, cannot be undone. To bed, 
1% to bed, to bed. [Exit Lady. 

Dea Will the go now to bed? 

Gent, Directly. 

Dot. Foul whiſperings are abroad; unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their tecrets. 

More needs ſhe the divine, than the phy ſician. 
Good God forgive us all ! look aiter her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ſtiil keep eyes upon her; fo good night. 
My mind ſhe'as mated, and amaz d my light, 
I think, but dare not ſpeak. 
Gent, Good night, good Doctor. 


S C EN E II. 
Changes to a field, with a wood at a diſtance. 


Enter Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers, 


Ment The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn in them: for their dear cauſes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 
Excite the mortified man, 
Arg. Near Birnan wood 
Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming, - 
Cath. Who knows if Dovald Bane be with his bros 
ther ? 
Len, For certain, Sir, he is not. I've a file 
Of all the entry; there is Siward's fon, 
And many unrough youths, that even now 
Protelt their firſt of manhood. 
Ment What does the tyrant ? 
Cath, Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly forces 


[Exeunt, 
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g8ome Cry he's mad; others, that leſſer hate him, 
Do call it vahant fary but for certain, 
He annot buckle his diſteaper'd cauſe 
Within the belt of wle. 

Ano Now des he feel 
His fecret mur hers ticking on His hands: 
Now minntely revolts upbraid his faith- bre ich 
Thoſe he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love: now does he teel his title 
Hang looſe about him, like a giant s robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh th ef 

Ment. MV ho then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd ſenſes to recoil, and ſtart, 
When all that is vit. i him does conde 
Itſelf, for being there? 

Cath, Well. march we on, 
To give obedience where tis truly ow'd, 
Meet we the medicine of the ſickly weal, 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or ſo much as it needs, 
To de the Hvereign flower, and drown the weeds, 
Make we our march towards Birnan. 


SCENE It. The caſtle of Dunſinane 
Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants, 
Alach, Bring me no more reports, let them fly all. 


"Till Birnan wood remove to Dunſinane, 

I caunot taint with fear What's the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not orn of woman? Spirits, that know 

All mortal conſequences , have pronounc'd it: 

Fear not, Macbeth: no nan that's born of woman, 
Shall e er have power upon thee — Then fly, falſe I hanes, 
And mingle with the Engliſh epicures. 

The — i tway by, and the heart I bear, 

Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


Enter a Servant, 


1 he devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lowa ! 
Where got ſt thou that gooſe · look ? 


* Cenſequences, for event 
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Ser. There are ten chouſand 
Mach. Geeſe, vill in? 

Ser, Soldiers, Sir. 
Mach, Go, prick thy face, and over - red thy fear, 

Thou lily-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch ? 

Death ot thy ſoul ! thoſe linen cheeks ot thine 

Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser, The Engliſh force, ſo pleaſe you. 

Mach. ** Take thy face hence—Seyton! — I'm fick 
at heart, 

©: When l behold —— Seyton, I ſay! This puſh 

« Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 

% J have liv'd long enough: my way of life 

« Is fall'n into the ſear, the yellow leaf: 

* And that which ſhould accompany old age, 

* As honour, love, obedience, troops of iriends, 

* I muſt not look to have; but, in their lead, 

Curt ſes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 


Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


Enter Seyton. 


Sey What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Mach. What news more ? 
Sey. All is confirm'd, my Lord, which was reported. 
Mech Ill fi ght till from my bones my fleth be hack d. 
Vive me my armour. 
Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
Mach. I'll put it on. 
dend out more horſes, ſkirre the country round; 
Hang thoſe that talk of tear. Give me mine armour. 
How does your patient, Doctor? 
Dat. Not fo fick, my Lord, 
As ſhe is troubled with thick coming fancies, 
That keep her from her reſt. 
Mach, Cure her of that | 
Canlt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas d, 
* Plack from the memory a rooted ſorrow, 
* Raze out the writren troubles of the brain, 
And, with fome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
* Cleanſe the ſtuff d boſom of that perilons ſtuff 
® way, is uſed for courſe, progreſs. 
Vor. VI. B b 


292 The Tragedy of Macbeth, Ad 5, 8 
* Which weighs upon the heart? 


Dec. Therein the patient A 
Mult miniſter unto himſelf. Ii 

Mach. * I hrow phyfic to the dogs, I'll none of it—- 
Come, put my armour on; give me my (taff, 6 
Seyton, fend out Doctor, the Thanes fly from me 0 
Come, Sir, difpatch——If thou could it, Doctor, caſt 6 
1 he water of my land, find her diſeaſe, 70 
And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health; T 
I would app'aud thee to the very echo, & 
That ſhou!d applaud again. Pull't off, I ſry <—— - 
What rhubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug, E. 


Would ſcour theſe Engliſh hence? Hear ſt thou of them? 
Doct. Ay, my good Lord; your royal preparation 


Makes us hear ſomething. T1 
Mc cb Bring it after me: L 
I will not be atraid of death and bane, Ti 
Till Birnan foreſt come to Dunſinane. *e 
Dot. Were i from Dunfinane away and clear, hey 
Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. [ Afde. Exe. * 


SCENE IV. Changes to Birnan wood. 


Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Siward's /n, Men- 
tech, Cathneſs, Angus, and Soldiers marching. 


Mal. Coufirs, I hope the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be tafe, 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Sau V hat wood is this before us? 

ent. The wood of Birnan. 

Mal. Let every ſoldier he him down a bough, 
And tear t before him ; thereby ſhall we thadow 
The numbers of cur hoſt, and make diicov's y 
Err in report t us. 

Seld. It mall be done. 

Sigv. We learn no other, but the confin'd tyrant 
Keeps ſtill im Dunſinane, and will encue 
Our ictting down before t. 

Mal "Tis his main hope: 

For v here there is advaitage to be given, 

Both more and leis have given Lim the revolt; 
And none ſei ve with him but conſtrained things 
V\ hoic hearts are ablent too. 


- 


— 1 


xc. 


* 


Sc. 5. The Tragedy of Macbeth. 293 


Maca. Let our juſt cenſures 
Atten ] the true event, and put we on 1 
Indultrious ſoldierſhip. 1 

Siw. | hetime approaches, | 
« hat will with due deciſion make us know 2 
« What we {hall ſay we have, and what we owe“. 4 
«© Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate; 

« But certain iſſue ſtrokes mult arbitrate. 
Towards which advance the war. [ Exeunt marching, 


SCENE V. Changes to the caſtle of Dunſinane, ö 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and S:ldiers with drums and 
colours, 


Mach. Hang out our banners on the outward walls, 
The cry is ſtill, They come: our caſtle s llrength will 
Laugh a ſiege to ſcorn, Here let them lie, 

T ill famine and the ague eat them up. 
Were they not *forc'd } with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them daretul, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home What is that noiſe ? 
[A cry within of wamen. 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 
Mach, I have almoſt forgot the talte of tears. 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek: and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatife rouſe and ſlir. 
As lite were in't I have ſupp'd full with horrors; 
Direnefs, familiar to my 3m glhtirons thoughts, 
Cannot now ſtart me Wherelore was that cry: 
Ser Tae Queen, my Lord, is dead. 
Alach, Sh thould hive dy's hereatter ; 
There wauld have been a time tor ſuch a word, 
Co «zorrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
Fo the laſt {yl'a_ le of recorcel time, 
And all our yelterdays have lighted fools 
* The way to duſky death. Oat, out, brief candle!“ 
Life's but a walking thalow, a poor player, 
* That liruts and tres his hour upon the age, 


i. e. property and allegiance, 
erc'i, tor reinforc'd. 
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And then is heard no more! It is a tale 
* Told by an idiot, fulſ of found and fury, 
* Signitying nothing! 
Enter a M:Jenger. 


Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue: thy ſtory quickly. 
Ae, My gracions Lord, 
I the119d report that which I'd ſay I ſaw, 
But know not how to dot. 
Nach, Well, tay it, Sir, 
Ve, As 1 did tand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Birnan, and anon methought 
The wood begun to move. | 
„ech Lyar, and flave! [Striking him. 
Me Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo. 
Within this three mile you may tee it coming : 
I lay, a moving grove, 
Mach. It thou ipeak ſt ſalſe, 
U pen the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 
Till tamine cling ther: if thy tpeech be ſooth, 
I] care not if thou doſt for me as much. 
J pull in reſclution “, and begin 
o doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 
J bat lyes like truth. Fear ust. till Birnan wood 
Do come to Dunſinane, —— and now a Wood 
Comes towards Dunſinare. Arm, arm, and out! 
}t this which he avouches does appear, 
K here is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I *gin to be a-weary ot the ſun, 
And with the ſtate o' th' world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum- bell: blow, wind! come, wrack ! 
At leaſt we |! die with harneſs on our back. [ Exeurt, 


S CE N E VI. Before Dunjinane. 


Erter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their army with 
boug's, 


Mal. Now near enough: your leavy ſcreens throw 
down, 
And ſhew like theſe you are. You (worthy uncle) 
Shall, with uy coulin, your right noble fon, 


* ref lution, f x conficente in anzther's word, 
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Lead our fieſt battle. Brave Micduff and we 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 
According io our order. 

Sw. Fare you well. 
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 


Macl. Make all our trumpets ſpeak, give them all. 


breath, | 
Thoſe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exe · 
[Alarums continue. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. They've ty'd me to a ſtake, I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I mult fight the courſe, What's he 
That was not born of woman ? ſuch a one 
An I to fear, or none. 


Enter young Siward, 


Yo. Siw. What is thy name? 

Mach. Thou lt be afraid to hear it. 

Yo. Siw. No; though thou call it thyſelf a hottcr 
Than any is in hell. [name 

Mach. My name's Macbeth. 


Yo. Siw. The devil himſclt could not pronouncea titic 


More hateful to mine ear. 

Mach. No, nor more fearful. 

Yo. Siw, Thou lyeſt, abhorred tyrant ; with my ſword 
I prove the lye thou ſpeak'R. 

[ Fight, and young Siward's ſain. 

Mach. Thou waſt . ot woman; —— . 
But ſwords 1 ſmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a woman born, [Exit 


Alarums. Enter Macduff, 


Macd. That way the noiſe is. Tyrant, ſhew th j 
f thou be lt 3 with no . of mine, a 
My wife and childrens? ghoſts will haunt me till, 

I cannot ſtrike at wretched kernes, whoſe arms 

Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves: or thou, Macbeth, 

Or elſe my ſword with au unbatter'd ed 

! theath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be 
y this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
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Seems bruite J. Let me find him, Fortune ! | 
And more I beg not, [Exit, Alarum, 


Enter Malcolm and Siward. 


Siav. This way, my Lord, the caſtle's gently rendet d 
The tyrant's peopie on both ſides do fight ; 

The Noble Thanes do bravely in the war; - 

The day almoſt ittelf proteiſes your's, 4 

And little is to do. 7 

Dal, We'vz met with foes F 

T hat ftrike belide us. | 1 

Stau. Enter, Sir, the callle, LExeunt. Alarum. 1 

4 


SCENE VII. Enter Macbeth. 


17:ch. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own {word ? whilit 1 ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. . 


To him, enter Macduff. 


Macd. Turn, heil-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much ch:rg'd 80 
With blood of thine already. 

Aacd. I've no words; 


My voice is in my fword ! thou bloodier v'llain, Hi 
Than terms can give thee out. [ Fight, Alaruz:. T 

Mach. Thou loſeſt labour ; 1 
As enly may'lt thou the intrenchant air Bu 


With thy keen {word impreſs, as make me bleed: 
I et fail ti y blade on vulnerable crefis; 


I bear a charme4 lite, which mult not yield Alt 
To one of wemaa born, It | 

Mcd. Deipair thy charm ! TY 
Ant let the angel whom thou i} haſt ſerv'd, | 4 
Teil tree, Macdult was f: om ins mother's womb. 1 
Uctimely ripp d. Hat 


Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me ſo; 
For it hath cow d my better part of man: 
And be thete juggling fiends no more belicv'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 
T hat keep the werd of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope! I'll not fight with thee, 


— 
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Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And he to be the ſhew and gaze o' th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and under writ, 
Here may you ſee the tyrant, 

Mach. | wiil not yield, 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's ſeet, 
And :o be baited with the rabble's curſe, 
Though Birnan wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the lalt. Before my body 
L throw my warlike ſhield. Lay on Macduff ; 
And damn'd be he that firſt cries, “ Hold, enough,” 


LExeunt fighting, Alarums, 


S CEN E VIII, 


Retreat and flouriſh, Enter with drum and colours, 
Malcolm, Siward, Roile, Tbanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal 1 would the friends we miſs were ſafe arriy'd, 

S.w. Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe I ſee 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought, 

Mal. Macduff is mitling, and your noble fon. 

Roſſe. Your ſon, my Lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt: 
He only liv'd but till he was a man; 

The which no ſooner had his prowets confirm'd, 
Ia the unſhrinking ſtation where he fcught, 
But like a man he dy d. 

Siw, Then is he dead ? 

R:Je. Ay, and brought off the field: your cauſe of 
Muit not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then [ ſorrow 
It hath no end. | 

Siw. Had he his hurts before? 

Roſe. Ay, on the front, 

Siw Why then, God's ſoldier be he! 

Had 1 as many ſons as | have hairs, 
would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
And 10 his knell is knoll'd, 

Mal He's worth more ſorrow, 

And that III ſpend for him. 
Sim, He's worth no more; 


278 e Tragedy of Macbeth. Act: 5. 


They ſay he parted well, and paid his ſcore. 
So, God be with him ! lere comes newer comfort. 


Enter Macduff, with Macbeth's head. 


Macd. m_ King! for ſo thou art. Behold where 
ands 
Th' uſurper's curſe] head; the time is free : 
I fee thee compals'd with thy kingdom's peers, 
That ſpeak my ſalutation in their minds: 
Whoſe voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 
All. Fail, King of Scotland ! [ Flouri/Þ; 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence ot time, 
Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 
And make us even with you, Thanes and kinſmen, 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam'd, What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel miniſters 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen; 
(Who, as tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 
Took off her life ;) this, and what's needful clic 
That cells upon us, by the grace of God, 
We will perform in meafure, time and place: 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us crown'd at Scone. 
[Flurih, Encant onmer. 


xt 


. 


C. Mkcflus CoORlOLANUSE, 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Carus Macros Corona | | Tullus Anfidius, General of itt 


NUS, @ Noble Roman, baited Volſcians. 
by the commu people | Liewtenaat te Avfdine, 
Generale og int || Lug Marius, /on to Coriolanus. 
Titus Larius ) the Lal inns, | Corſpirators with Auficius 
eis. ot — 8 Volumnia, mother ts Coriolarut. 
1 eit Virgilia, wi/e ts Coriolanus. 
—_—_ 7 5 Valeria, ſrieud to Virgilia. 
Tribunes of the i] Roman and Volſcian Senators, 
Sicinius Vclutus, people, aud e fEtiles, Liflors, Soldiers, Com- 
Junius Brutus, ) vemies to Co» || mon People, Servants to Ai 
riolanus. dus, and other Altendauts. 
The SCENE is partly is Keane, and pertly in the territories of the 
Vo!ſcians and Amiates. 


a ST 6 CHD ER L 
A fircet in Rome. 


Enter a company of mutinsus Citizens «ith Plover, clubs, 
and ther weapunr, 


1 Cit. Ero we proceed any further, hear me 
B ſpe-k, 
All, Speak, ſpeak. 

1 Cit, You are all reloly'd rather to die, thaa to fa- 
mith ? 

All. Reſolv'd, reſolv'd. 

1 Cit. Firit, you know, Caius Marcius is the chief 
enemy to the people. 

all. We know't, we know't. 


* Tte whole! iſfory exaQly followed, and many of tc c principal. 
ſpecches S icd frem the lite of Coriviayes n L' uta ch. 
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1 Cit, Let us kill him, and we'l have corn at our 

own price. Is't a verdict ? 

All. No more talking on't, let't be done; away, 
away. 

2 Cit, One word, good Citizen. 

1 Cit. We arz accounted poor Citizens: the Patri- 
cians, good: what authority ſueſeits on, would relieve 
us: if they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it 
were wholeſome, we might gnels they relieved us hu- 
manely : but they think we are too dear: the leanneſs 
that afllicts ns, the object of our miſery, is as an inven- 
tory to particu'arize their abundance; our ſufferance is 
a gain to them. Let ns revenge this with our pikes, 
ere we become takes: for the gods know, 1 ſpeak this 
ia hunger for bread, not in thirſt for revenge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Caius 
Marcius ? 

All. Agaiaſt him firſt: he's a very dog to the com- 
monalty. 

2 Cit Conſider you what ſervices he has done for 
his country 

1 Cit. Very well; and could be content to give him 
good report for t, but that he pays himſelf with being 
proud. 

A.. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly. 

1 Cit. 1 fay unto you, what ke hath done famouſly, 
he did it to that end: though ſoft conſciene d men can 
be content to ſay, it was fir his country, he did it to 
pleaſe his mother, and partly to be proud; which he is, 
even to the alttu e of his vitne 

2 Ct. What he cangot help in his nature, you account 
a vice “ in him: you mul in no Ways fay he is cove- 
tous. 

Ct. If 1 mull. not, 1 need not be barren of accuſa- 
tions; he hath fauits. with ſurplus, to tire in repetition, 
[Shouts wvithin,} M nat ſliauts are thote ? the other ſide 
o' th' city is rien; why lay we prating here? Ta the 
Capitol 

All. Come, come. 

1 Cit, Soft who ccmes here? 


vice is here uſcd inaccurately fer crime. . 
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SCENE II. Euler Menenius Agrippa. 


2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one tl at hath al- 
ways lov'd the people. 

1 Cit. He's one honeſt enough; would all the reſt 
were fo! 

Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand? where 
go you, 

With bats and clubs ! the matter—Speak, I pray you. 

2 Cit, Our butineſs is not unknown to the ſenate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, which now we'll ſhnew 'em in deeds: they ſ:y, 
poor ſuiters have ſtrong breaths ; they ſhall know, we 
have ſtrong arms too. 

Ren, Why, maſters, my good friends, mine honeſt 
rei2hbours, g 
Will you undo yourſelves ? 

2 Cit, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already, 

Men I tell you, friends, molt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you, For your wants, 

Your ſuffcrings in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your ſtaves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman ſtate ; whoſe courſe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand curbs 

Ot more itrong links atunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth, 

The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your knees to them (not arms) mult help. Alack, 
You are tranſported by calamity 

1 hither where more aucnds you; and you ſlander 
The helms o' ch' Rare, Who care for you like fathers, 
When yn curſe them as enemies. 

2 Cit Care tor us! true, indeed they ne'er 
car'd for us yet. Suffer us to famith, and ther ſtore- 
houſes cramm'd with grain : make edicts for vſury, to 
ſupport uturers; repeal daily any wholeſome act eſta- 
bliiked againit the rich, and provide more piercing fla- 
tutes dai y to chain up and reitrain the poor. It the wars 
eat us not up, the; will; and there's all the love they 
bear us 

Men. Fuher you muſt 
Contels yuur iclves wondrous malicious, 
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Or be accus'd of folly. I ſhall tell you 

A pretty tale, {it may be you have heard it); 
But, ſince it ſerves my purpole, I will venture 
To ſcale't a little more. 

2 Cit. Well, 

We'll hear it, Sir yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our diſgraces with a tale : 
But, an't pleaſe you, deliver. 

Men. There wasa time. when all the body's member: 
Rebell d againk the belly; thus accus'd it; 
That only, like a gulph, it did remain 
I' th' midſt o' th' body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the reſt ; where th' other inſtruments 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, in ſtruct, walk, feel, 

And mutually participate, did miniſter 
Unto the appetite, and affection common 
Ot the whole body. The belly anſwer'd 

2 Cit, Well, Sir, what aniwer made the belly ? 

Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you With a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus 
(For look you, 1 may make the belly imile, 

As well as ſpeak), it tauntingly reply'd 

To th' diſcontented members, th' mutinous 
That envied his receipt; even fo moſt fitly +, 
As you malign our ſenators, for that 

They are not ſuch as you—— | 

2 Cit, Your belly's anſwer what ! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The counſellor heart, the arm our toldier, 
Our ſleed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they | 

Men. What then ? 'Fore me this fellow ſpeaks. 
W hat then ? what then ? 

2 Cit, Should by the cormorant belly be reſtrain d, 
Who is the fink o' tht body. — 
Men. 1 what then ? 
2 Cit. The former agents, it they did complai 
What could the belly Shot * 25 


K ecigh, examine, and apply it. 
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Men. I will tell yon, 
If you'll beſtow a ſmall (of what you have little) 
Patience a while, you ll hear the belly's anſwer, 
2 Cit Y'are long abont it. 
Men. Note me this, good friend. 
Your moſt grave belly was deliberate, 
Not rath, like his accuſers; and thus anſwer'd : 
Tine is it, my incorporate f:iends, quoth he, 
1 hat | receive the general food at firſt, 
Which you do live upon; and fit it is, 
Becauſe I am the ſtorchouſe and the ſhop 
Of the whole body. Burt it you do remember, 
1 ſend it through the rivers of your blood, 
Fven to the court, the heart, to th ſeat o' th' brain, 
And through the cranks and offices of man; 
The ſtronꝑeſt nerves, and ſmall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency, 
Whereby they live. And thouzh that all at once, 
You, my good friends, (this ſays the belly), mark me 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 
Men. Though all at once cannot 
See whit I do deliver out to each, 
Yet can | make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 
And leave me but the bran What ſay you to't? 
2 Cit. It was an anſwer ; —how apply you this? 
Men The ſenators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members : for examine 
Their counſels, aud their cares; digeſt things rightly 
Touching the weal o' th' common; you ſhall find 
No public benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds or coines trom them to you, 
And noway from yuurſelves What do you think? 


You, the great toe ot this, ſſembly !— 
great toe: wy, the great toe? 


2 Cit | the 


Men, For that bein g one o' th* loweſt, bazeit, pooreſt, 
Of this moſt wile rebellion, thou ggeſt foreniolt: 
Thou raſcal, that art worſt iu blood to run, 

Lead ſt firſt, to wip tome 'vantage —— | 
But make you ready your ſtiff bats aud clubs, 
Rowe and her tats are at the point of battle: 
The one ſi e mult have bale, 


Vor. VI. 


Cc — 
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SCENE III. Enter Caius Marcius. 


Hail, Noble Marcius ! 

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diſſentious 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, [rogues, 
Make yourſelves ſcabs ? 

2 Cit, We have ever your good word, 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will 

flatter 

Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geeſe, You are no ſurer, no, 
I] han is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or hailitone in the ſun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 
And curſe chat juſtice did it. Who deſerves greatneſs, 
Deſerves your hate; and your affections are 
A ſick man's appetite, who deſires moſt that 
W hich would increaſe his evil. He that de 
Upon your favour, ſwims with fins of lead, 
And hews down oaks with ru tes, Hang ye ——— 
With every minute you do change a mind, [traſt ye! 
And call him noble that was now your hate; 
Him vile that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the ſeveral places of the city 
You cry againſt the noble ſenate, who 
(Under the gods) keep you in awe, which elſe 
Would feed on one another? — What's their ſeeking? 

Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof they lay 
The city is well Nor d. 

Mar. Hang em: they ſay ! 
They'll fit by th' fire, and preſume to know 
What's done i th' Capitol; who's like to riſe g 
Whothrives, and who declines : ſide factions, and give 

Cor jectural marriages ; making parties ſtrong [ou 
And teeble ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 

Felow their cobled ſhoes They ſay there's grain e- 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth, [nough' 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd makea q 
Wich thouſands of theſe quarter'd flaves, as high 


Enter 
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As I could pitch my lance. 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt tho-onghly perſuaded : 
For though abundaatly they lack diſcretion, 
78 Yet are they paſſing cowardly, But, I beſcech you, 
85 What ſays the other troop ? 
Mar. They are diſſolvd; bang em, 
They faid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth proverbs; 


ill That hunger broke flone-walls —that digt muſt cat 
That meat was made for mouths that the gad ſent not 

® Corn for th* rich men only With theſe ſhreds 

1, They vented their complainings : which being anſwer d, 


And a petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the heart of Generoſity, 
And make bold Power look pale; they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horus o' th' moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 
| Men. What is granted them? 
eſs, Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice, One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not —— death, 
The rable ſhould have firſt unroof d the city 
Ere fo preva:l'd with me ! it will in time 
4 Win upon Power, and throw ſorth greater themes 


ye! For Inſurrection's arguin 
: Men. This is — 
ter, Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments! 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. Where's Caius Marcius ? 

Mar. Here what's the matter ? 

Mes. The news is, Sir, the Volſcians are in arms, 

Par. Im glad on't; thea we ſhall have means to 
vent 


| Our muliy ſuperfluity, See! our beſt elders —— 


S CE N E Iv; 


Enter Sicinius, Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, with other Senators. 


1 Sex. Marcius, tis true that you have lately told us, 
The Volſcians are in arms. 


Mar. They have a leader. 
| Cc 2 
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Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were | any thing but what I am, 
I'd with me only he. 
Com. You have fought together ? 
Mar. Were halt to halt the world by tears, and he 
Upen my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Ouly my wars wth him. He is a lion 
1 hat | am proud to hunt. 
1 Se» ? hen, worthy Marcius, 
Aticnd upon Cominius to thefe wars, 
C::4, it is your former promite, 
Har, dir, ies; 
A 01 2m cia t. Titus Lartius, thou 
Shit ice me ou more ſtrike at Tullus' tace, 
What art thou ff? Rind'it out? 
Lart. No, Caius Marcius, 
I'll lean upon ove crutch, and fight with t' other, 
Ere lay tehin4 this buſiueſs. 
Nea. O true bred ! 
1 Sen Your company to th' Capitol, where 1 know 
Our greatail friends attend us. 
Lat. Lead you en; 
Follow, Cominius; we mult follow you; 
Right worthy your prior.ty. 
Com. Noble Lait:us 
1 Sen. tience to your homes 


be gone. 


[Ts the citizens, 


ar. Nay, let them follow ; 
The Volſcians have much corn: take theſe rats thither, 
To gnaw their garrers. Worthiptul mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth ; pray, tolluw. 


ſ Exeunt, 

[Citizens ffeal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic Was ever man fo proud as is this Marcius ? 
Bra. Ee has no equal. 
Sic. When we were choſen Tribunes for the people — 
Eru, Ylaik'd you his hp and eyes? 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts, 
Bru, Being mov'd, he will not ſpare to gird the 

ods 
Sic, — the n ode ſt moon. 
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Bru. The preſent wars devour him ! he is grown. 
Too proud to be fo valiant, 
Ste. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but i do wonder 
His inſolence can brook to be commanded 
& Under Cominius, 
Bru, Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place below the firſt ; for what miſcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, though he perform 
To the utmoſt of a man; and giddy Cenſure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, Oh, if he 
Had born the buſineſs 
Sic. Beſides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Marcins, ſhall 
Ot his demerits rob Cominius. 
Bru. Come; 
Halt all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
10W To Marcius ſhall be honours, though indeed 
In aught he merit not. 
Sic Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made; and in what faſhion, 
More than this ftagularity, he goes 
Upon this preſent action. 


Bru, Lets along, [Exeunt.. 
— SCENE V. Changes to Corioli. 
ther, Enter Tullus kufidius, with Senaters of Coriolis. 


i Sen. So, your opinion is, Avufidius, 
That they of Rome are entered in our counſels, 
Aud know how we proceed. 


Auf ls it not yours? 
V hat ever hach been thought on in this ſlate, 
That could be brovght to bodily act, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? Lis not tour days gone 
d nce | heard thence-—-thefe are the words——=l think. 
| have the letter here; yes here it is: 
They hav. pre. s'd a power, but it is not known 


Reading. 


Ce 3 


308 Coriclanas, Act rt. 


Whether ſor eaſt or weſt: the dearth is great, 
The people mutinous; and it is rumour'd, 
Cominius, Marcins your old enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worle hate than of you), 
And Titus Lartius, a moit valiant Roman, 
Theſe three lead on this preparation 
Whither tis bent —moſt likely tis for you: 
Conlider of it. 
1 Sen. Our arm y's in the field: 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anſwer us 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They reeds muſt thew themſelves; which in the hatch- 
It ſeem'd, appear d to Rome, By the diſcovery (ing, 
We ſhall be thortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we were a ioot. 
2 Sen. Noile Aufidius, 
Take your commiſſion, hie you to your bands ; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli; | 
If they fer down before s, fore they remove, 
Bring up your army: but I think you'll find 
They've not prepar'd for us, 
uf, O, doubt not that, 
I ſpe..k from certainties Nay more, 
Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
Aud only hitherward. I leave your honours, 
jf we and Caius Marcius chance to meet. 
*T'is {worn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one caa do no more. 
All, I he gods afliit you 
Auf And keep your honours fafe ! 
1 Sen. Farewel. | 
2 Sen Farewel. | 
All. Farewel. [ Exeunt, 


$ CEMNE VI. 
Coanges to Caius Marcius's houſe in Rome. 


Enter Volumaia a2 Virgilia; they fit dawn on tro low 
fools, and ſow. 


Vel. I pray you, daughter, ſing, or expreſs yourſ!! 
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in a more comfortable fort, If my ſon were my huf* 
band, 1 would treelicr rejoice in that abſence wherein 
he won honour, than in the embracements of his bed, 
where he would ſhew molt love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only fon of my womb; when 
youth with comelineſs plucked all gaze his: way; when, 
for a day of kings intreaties, a mother ſhould not fell 
him an hour from her beholding; I conſidering how 
Honour would become ſuch a perſon, that it was no 
better than picture like to hang by the wall, if Renown 
made it not ſtir, was pleas d to let him teek Danger 
where he was like to find Fame : to a cruel war I {ent 
him, from wheace he returu'd, his brows bound with 
oak. | tell thee, daughter, | ſprar.g not more in joy at 
firſt hearing he was a man child, than now in firlt ſeeing 
he had proved himſelf a man. 

Vir. But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam; how 
then? 

Vol. Then his go>d report ſhould have been my ſon ; 
I therein would have found iilue. Hear me profeſs ſin- 
cerely Had | a dozen ſons each in my love alike, and 
none leſs dear than thine and my good Marcius, 1 had 
rather eleven die nobly for their country, than one vo- 
luptuouſly ſurſeit out of action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman, 


Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 
Vir, Beſecch you, g ve me leave to retire mylelt, 
Vol. indeed thou th.ll not, 

% Methinks I hitker hear your huſband's drum: 

& [ee him pluck Autidius down by th' hair; 

As chil lrer trom a bear, the Volſci ſhunuing him. 

wethinks I fee nira Kamp thus ——and call thus 

Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, | 

„% Though ye were born in Rome; his bloody brow 

« With bs mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 

& Like to a harveit-man, that's t. d to mow 

% Or all, or loſe hi, hice. 
Vir. ** His bloody brow ! oh, jupiter, no blood! 
Yol Away you fool; it more becomes a man, 

&« Than gilt his trophy, The brealt of Hecuba, 

„ When ths did ſuckle Ectior, look'd not lovelier 


«+ Than Hecor's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 

„ At Grecian {words coutending, Tell Valeria, 

We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent, 
Vir. Hieav'ns bleſs my Lord from fell Aufidius ! 
Vel. He ll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 

Aud tread upon his neck. | 


Enter Valeria, with an Uſher, and a Gentlewoman, 


Val. My Ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet Madam - 

Ir. I am glad to fee your Ladyſhi 

Val. Huw do you both? you are manifeſt houſe- 
keepers. What are you ſowing here? a fine ſpot, in 
gond faith. How does your little fon ? 

Vir. I thank your Ladyſhip : well, good Madam. 


Vol. He had rather fee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 


than look upon his ſchoolmaſter. 

Val. O' my word, the father's ſon: VII ſwear tis a 
very pretty boy. O my truth, I look'd on him o' 
«« Wedneſday half an hour together has fuch a 
% confirm d countenance, I faw him run after a gild- 
ed butterfly ; and when he caught it, he let it go a- 
« gain, and after it again; and over and over he 
„ comes, and up again; and caught it again; and 
„ whether his {all enrag'd him or how 'twas, he did fo 
4% ſet his teeth, and did tear it; oh, | warrant how he 
* mammock'd it ! | 

Vol. One of s tather's moods. 

Val. indeed, la, 'tis a noble child, 

Vir. A crack, Madam. 

Val. Come, lay aſide your ſtitchery; I muſt have 
you play the idle hutwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, 1 will not out ot doors. 

Val. Not out of doors ! 

Vel. She thall, the thall. 

Vir. Indeed, uo, by your patience ; I'll not over the 
threſhold, till my Lord return trom the wars. 

- Fie, you confine yourſelt moſt unreaſonably, 

Come, you mult go viſit the good ..ady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wid her Sub lirength, and viſit her 
with my prays ; but I cannot go chither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? 
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Vir. Tis not to ſave labour, nor that I want love. 

Val. You would be another Ponetyup? ; yet they lay, 
all the yarn ſhe ſpun in Ulyiſ:s's ablence, did bur fill 
itha-a full of mouths, Come, I would your cambrick 
were ſenſihle as your finger, that you ny ht leave prick- 
ing it for pity. Cone, you ſhalt o with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me; mdeed I will 
not forth. 

Val tn truth, la, go wh me, and I'll tell you excel- 
lent news of your huſbac 4, 

Vir. Oh, good Madan, there can be none yet. 

Val. Veiily ! do not jed with you; thei came news 
from him la't night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madan — 

Val. In earnelt tis true 1 heard a ſenator ſpeak it. 
Thus it is The Voltcians have an ary forth, a- 
gainſt whom Comigius tae General 1. 7:e with one 
part of our Roman power. Your Lori und Titus Lire 
tins are ſet down beſore taeir city Corioh ; they wothing 
doubt prevaibng, and to make it brief wars This is 
true, on my honour ; and o I pray so with us, 

Vir Give me excnie, good Madam; 1 will obey you 
in every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, Lady; as ſhe is now, ſhe will 
but diſeaſe our better mirch. 

Val. In troth I think ſhe would Fare you well then, 
Come, good tweet Lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia, turn thy 
ſolemneſs out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vir. No : at a word, Madam, Indeed 1 mult not, 

I] with you much mirth, 
Val. Well, then, ftarewel, [Exeunts 


SCEN E vu, Changes to the walls of Corioli, 


Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, with Captains and Sol- 
diers : To them a Meſſenger. 


Mar. Yonder comes news: a wager they have met, 
Lart. My horſe to your's, no. | 

Mar. *Tis done, 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mart. Say, has our General met the enemy? 

Me They he in view, but have not ſpoke as yet. 
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Lart. So the good horſe is mine. 

Mar. I'll buy him of you. 

Lart. No, 4 not ſell, nor give him: lend him you 

I] wi 

For half an hundre\ years. Summon the town. 

Mar. How far olt lie theſe armies ? 

Nefſ, Within a mile and half. 

Mar. I hen ſhall we hear their larum, and they ours. 
Now, Mars, 1 pr ythee make us quick in work; 
That we with moking ſwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded friends! Come, blow the blaſt. 


They ſound a parley, Enter two Senators with others on 
the walls, 


Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls ? 
1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he; 
That's leſſer than a little. Hark, our drums | 
[ Drum afar . 
Are-bringing ſorth our youth : we'll break our walls, 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up ; our gates, 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes; 
They ll open of themſelves. Hark you, far off 
[ Alarum far off. 
There is Aufidius. Liſt, what work he makes 
Among your cloven army. 
Mar. Oh, they are at it ! 
Lart. Their noiſe be our inſtruction, Ladders, ho 


Enter the Volſcians. 


Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue ſorth their city. 
Now put your thiclds before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than ſhields. Advance, brave 
T hey do diidain us much beyond our thoughts; [ Titus, 
Which makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on, wy fel- 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volician, [ lows; 
And he thall tcel mine edge. 

LAlarum ; the Romans beat back to their trenches. 


SCRE MN KR OL Re-enter Marcius. 


Mar. All the contagion of the ſouth light on you, 
You ſhames of Rome, you ! herds of boils aud 
Flaiiter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd [plagues 
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Farther than ſeen, and one infeR another 

Againſt the wind a mile ! You ſouls of geeſe, 
That bear the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
From flaves, that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell ! 
All hurt behind. backs red, and faces pale, 

With flight, and agued fear ! mend, and charge home, 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I'Il leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you: lock to't, come on; 

It you'll Rand fait, we'll beat them to their wives, 

As they us to our trenches followed. 


Another alarum, and Marcius follows them to the gates. 


So now the gates are ope : now prove good ſeconds ; 
is for the to:lowers Fortune widens them, 


Not for the fliers: mark me, and do the like. 
[ He enters the gates, and is ſhut in, 
1 Sol. Fool-hardineſs, not I. 
2 Sol. Nor l. 
3 Sol. See they have ſhut him in. [ Alarum continues, 
All. To th' pot, 1 warrant him. 


Enter Titus Lartius. 


L art. What is become of Marcius ? 

All. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs. 

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters; who, upon the iudden, 
Clapt to their yates ; he is himiſelf alone, 

To anſwer all the city 

Lart. Oh, noble fellow! | 
Who, ſenſi le, outdces his ſenſeleſs ſword ; 
And, when it bows, {tand> up: thou art leſt, Marcius— 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 

Were not ſo rich a jewel Thou walt a ſoldier 
Even to Cato's wiſh “, not fierce an terrible 
Only in ſtrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds, 

Thou mad'ſ thine enemies {hake, as it the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 


Plutarch, in the lite of C rivlanus, relates this as the opinion. 


of Cato the elder, that a great ſoldier ſhould carry terror in his looks 
and tone of vo ce: and the poct here, by fi u ing the hiſtorian in- 
advertcnily, is fallen into a great chronological ia. ptopriety. 
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Enter Marcius bleeding, aſſaulted by the enemy. | 


1 Sol. Look, Sir. 
T art. O, tis Marcius. 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain “ alike. 
[They fight, and all enter the city. 


Enter certain Romans with ſp3ils, 
1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 


2 Rom. And I this. L 

3 Rem. A murrain on t, I took this for ſiſver. N 

[ Alarum continues flill afar of. * 

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, writh a trumpet. N. 
Mar See here theſe movers, that do prize their ho- T 
At a crack d drachm: cufhions, leaden ſpoons, I nours Le 


Irons of a doit, doublets that hargmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe bale ſlaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack np : down with them; 
And bark what noite the General kes! to him ;— 
There is the man ot my ſoul's hate, Auhdins, 
Piercing our Romans: then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 
Whilſt 1, with thoſe that have the ipirit, will haſte 
To help Cominius, 

Lart, Worthy Sir, thou bleed Rt; 
Thy exerciſe hath been too violent 
For a ſecond courſe of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praiſe me not: 
My work bath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well: 
The blood | drop is rather phyſical 
11 han dangerous to me 
J Aufidius thus | will appear and fight. 

Lart. Now the fair goddeſ Fortune 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Mitguide thy oppoſers ſwords! bold gentleman ! 
Projperity be ti y page 

Mar. I hy friend no lefs, 
Than thoſe ſhe placeth bigheſt ! go, farewel. 

Lart. Thou worthieſt Marcus, — 
Go ſound thy trumpet in the market- place; 

[To the trumfti, 


An old way of ſpeaking, ſignifying but the ſeme as remain, 


ume 
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Ca'l thither all the offi ers o' th' town, 
Where they ſhall know our mind. Away. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IX. Changes to the Roman camp. 
Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldiers, 


Com. Breath you, my friends; well fought; we are 
come cff 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh in our ſtands, 
Kor cowardly in retire : believe me, Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd gain. Whilit we have ſtruck, 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods, 
Lead their ſnccefles, as we with our own; 
That both our powers with imiling fronts encountring, 
May give you thankful facrifice ! Thy news? 


Exter a Meſſenger. 


Meß. The citizens of Corioli have iſſued. 
And given to Lartius and to Marcus battle, 
I ſaw our party to the trenches driven, 

And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeak'ft truth, 
Methinks thou ipeak ſt not well. How long is't ſince. 

Me, Above an hour, my Lord. 

Com, *Tis not a nile: bricfly we heard their dit ums. 
Now <ould'ſt thou in a mile contound an hour, 

And brir g the news 16 late? 

Meß. Spies of the Volſcians 
Held me m chace, that 1 was torc'd to wheel 
1 hree or four miles about; elſe had J, Sir, 

Half an hour huce brought my report, 


Exter Marcius. 

Com Who's yonder, 
That dees appear a» be were flea'd ? O gods! 
Fe : a+ the mp of Marcus, and i have 
Beivre time icen him. thus. 

ar. Cerre I io late? 

n * Tteflepterd kneus nut thunder from a tzbox 
« Nene than 1 know the ſouud of Marcius* tos. g ue s 
„ run evcly weancr man,” 

vor. Vi, D d 
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Mer. Come I tor late? 

Cem. Ay, if you cen e not in the blcod of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh ! let me clip ye, 
In arms as ſound, as when 1 woo'd; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial-day was done, Y, 
And tapers burnt to bedward, 
Com. Flower of warriors, 
How is t with Titus Lartius ? T 

Mar. As with a man buſied about decrees ; 


Condemning ſome to death and ſome to exile, T 
Ranſomipg him, or pitying », threat'ning th other; (A 


Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leaſh, Le 
To let him flip at will. 


Com Where is that ſlave An 
W hich told me they had beat you to your trenches ? Let 
Where is he ? call him hither. Wi 

Mar. Let him alone; An. 


e did inform the truth: but for gentlemen, [ 
The common file, (a plague ! I ribunes for them !), 
The movſe ne er ſhunn d the cat, as they did budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 

Com. But how prevail'd you ? 


Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not think— Able 
V here is the ene y? are you lords o' th' field ? A ſh 
If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo? (Th 
Com. Marcius. we have at diſadvantage fcught, The 
And did retire to win our purpoſe. As c 
Mar. How lies their battle? know you on what ſide — 


I hey have plac'd their men of truſt ? 
Cem. As guels, Marcius, | 
Their bands i th' vaward are the Antiates Make 

Of their beſt truſt : o'er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 8 
Var. I do beieech you, 

By all the battles wherein we have fought, 

' Fy th' blood we've ſhed togetber, by the vows 

Me vt t ade to er dure triends, tht you directly 

Set me againſt Aufidius. and his Nhtiates; 


ii. e. rem ĩtiing bis ianſom. 
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31 
And that you not delay “ the preſent, bu 
Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and Dots, 
We prove this very hour — —— 
Com. Though I could with 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yer dare | never 
Deny your aſking; take your choice of thoſe 
That belt can aiJ your action. 
Mar Thoſe are they 
I hat are molt willing: if any ſuch be here 
(As it were lin to doubt) that love this painting, 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear d; if any fear 
Leſs for his perſon than aa ill report; 
If any think brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himſe!f, 
Let him alone (or many, it fo minded) 
Wave thus, t'expreſs his diſpoſition, 
And follow Marcius. 
[They all ſhout, and wave their ſwords, take bim u 
in their arms, and caſt up their caps. 
Oh ! me alone, make you a ſword of me. 
if theſe thews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volſcians? none of you but is 
Able to bear againſt the great Aufidius 
A ſhield as bard as his, A certain number 
( Tho' thanks to all) muſt 1 feleR from all. 
The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs ia ſome other figh:, 
As cauſe f will be obey'd; pleaſe you to march, 
And tour ſhall quickly draw oat my com. n ind, 
Which men are beit inclin'd, 
Coin, March on, my feilows. 
Make good this olteatatioa, and you ſhall 
Divide in all with us. [ Exeant; 


SCE EB FX Changes to Cariali. 


Titus Lartius having ſet a guard upon Corisli, going with 
drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius Marcius, 
enter with a Licutenant, ather Soldiers, and a ſcout. 


Lart. So, let the ports be guarded ; keep your dutics, 


- delay, for let .li . 
| can e, — 
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As I hzve ſet them down. If I do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe centries to our aid; the reſt will terve 
For a ſhort bol ding; if we loſe the field, 
We cannot krep the town 
Lieut. Fear not our care, Sir. 
Lart. Hence, and ſhut your gates upon's. 
Our guider, come! to th' Roman camp conduct us. 
Exeunts 


SCENF XI. 


Alarum, as in battle. 
at ſ#veral doors. 


Rar. Il fight with none butthee; for I * hate thee 
Worte than A promite-breaker, 
A/. We hate al ke. 
Not Aſric owns a ſerpent I abhor 
More chan thy fame, and envy ; fix thy foot. 
Mar Let the firſt bu-'ger die the other 's ave, 
Arc the gods doom him ajter ! 
Auf. It I. fl, Marcius, 
I. we like a hare. 
Mar. Vithia theſe three hours, Tullu“, 
Alone I fought in your Corioh walls, 
Ind mace what work | pleas'd : "tis not my blood 
V ler em thou ſeeſt me maik d; for thy revenge, 
V\ renc!; up thy power to th' higheſt, 
£uj, Wert thou the Hector 
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny, 
1 huu ſhould it not ſcape me here. 
[ Here they fght, and certain I o!ſcians come ts the aid 
_ of Autms, Marcius fights, till thez be driven 
in breatHleſs. 
Oſkcous, and nut valiant ! 
Iz your coademacd leconds, 
Lf cunt Mar. and Auf. Pehting. 


Changes to the Roman camp. 
Enter Marcius and Aufidius, 


you have ſham'd me 


Flourih, Alarum. A retreat is ſounded, Enter at 


one dior, Cominius with the Romans; at another 


Gour, Marcius, with bis arm in a ſcarf 


Cem. If 1 ſhould tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
'F hou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it, 
Where ſenaters hall ming le tears with fruies ; 
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Where Patricians ſhall attend and ſhrug ; 
I' th' end, admire; where ladies ſhall be frighted, 
And, gla4ly quak'd, hear more; where the dull Tribunes, 
That, with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall fay, againſt their hearts—— We thank the gods, 
Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier ! 
Yet camm'ſt thou to a morſel of this feaſt, 
| Haviog tully din'd before. 


Enter Titus Lartius with bis peer, from the purſuit. 


Lart. O General, 
Here is the ſteed; we the capariſon. 
Havuit thou beheld — —— 
Mar Pray now, no more: my mother, 
„% Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
«© When ſhe does praiſe me, grie ves me. 

I have done as you have done; that's, what I can ;. 
Induc'd, as you have been ; that's for my country, 
He that has but effected his good-will, 

Hath overta'en mine act. 

Com. You (hall not be 
The grave of your deſerving. Rome mnſt know 
The value of her own : *twere a concealment, 
Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, 
To hide your coings; and to ſilence that, 
Which, to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouch'd. 
Would ſeem but modeſt : therefore I beſeech you, 
(In ſign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done), betore our army hear me. 

aid Mar | have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmar: 

To hear themſelves remembred. 

Com. Should they not, 

2 Well might they feſter gainſt ingratitude, 

And tent themſelves with death. Ot all the horſes, 
ing. Whereof we have ta'en goud, and good ſtore, of all 
The treaſure in the ficld atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
ther Before the common diſt ibution, at 
Your own choice. 
kk, Mar | thark you, General; 
But cant make my heart conſent to take 
A bribe, !0 pay my iword. 1 do retuſ it 


d 3 
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And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe 

That have behel'! the doing. 

« [4 Eng flouriſh. They all cry, Marcius! Marcius ! 
caſt up their caps aud lange. Cominius and Lar- 
tius aud bare. 

Mar. May theſe ſame inftruments, which you profane, 

Never found more! when drums and trumpets 

1 th field prove fl tterers. let camps, as cities, 

Be made of falſe-fac'd ſoothing ! When ſteel grows 

Soft as the paraſite's ſilk, let hymns be made 

An overture for th' wars — No more, | fay : 

For that I have not waſh'd my noſe that bled, 

Or fo I'd tome debile wretch which without note 

Here's many elſe have dove ; you ſhout me forth 

In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if 1 lov'd, my little ſhould be dieted 

In praties ſauc'd with lyes. 

Com. Too modeſt are you: 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 

To us, that give you truly; by your patience, 

if *gaivit yourſelf you Le incens d. we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manucles; 
't hen reaſon ſafely with you : therefore be it known, 
As tous, ta all the world, that Cams Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which, 
My noble ſtead, known to the camp, 1 give him, 
Vith all his trim belor ging; aud trom this time, 
For wat he did before Corioli, call him, 

With all th' applauſe and clamour of the hoſt, 


Caius Ma cius Goriclanus, Bear th' addition nobly e- 
ver! [Flouriſh Trumpets ſound and drum. 


Ones Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 
Mar. I will go walh ; 
«© And when my face is fair, you ſh all perceive 
«« Whether | bluth or no, Howbeit, I thank you. 
Im ean toftrice your ſteed, and at all times 
To undercreit your good addition “, 
To th' tairneſs f of my power. 
Cu. So, to our tent; 


* A plwefe from hera'dry, ſigiſfying, ti.s: lie would endeavour 
to ſupport hie g O opinion of Lim, 
+ feiruth, tor . 


1 
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Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome ot our tuccets: you, Fitus Lartius, 
Mait to Corioli back; fend us to K une 

The beit, with whom we may articulate, 

For their own good, and ours, 

Lait, 1 all, my Lord. 

Mar. The gos begin to ock me. 

I, that but no ins Amit pt wmcely ts, 
Am bound to eg Ur NY Lord Scar al, 

Com TVake't, tis yours: whit is' t? 

Mar. liondtune y he- 
At a pom man's houle. Hen ne iadly. : 
He cry'd to rae. |{ faw im oer: 

Bui then ud Was Wk, my View, 
And wrath 9 erwheln d ny pity. f requeſt you 
To give My pror holt free dom. 

Com. O weli begy d! 

Were he the butcher of my ſon, he ſhould 
Be tree ses the wind Deliver hun, Titus. 

Lart. Marcius, his name ? 

Mar i3y Jupiter, lorgot. —— — 
am weary ; yea. my memory is tir'd: 
Have we nu wine here ? 

Com. Co we to our tent, 

The blood upon your vilage dries z tis time 
It mould be look d to, Come. 


5 0 rio, 


[Exeurnt, 


SCENE Xlt. Changes to the camp of the Velſei, 


4 flouriſh. Cornet. Emer Iullius Autidius ev, ci 
tws or three Soldiers. 


Auf. The town is ta' en. 


Sol. * will be deliver'd back on good condition. 
Auf. Condition! 


I wouid 1 were a Roman; for I cannot, 

Being a Volician, be that l am Condition ? 

VV bat good coudition can a treaty find 

1 th part that is at mercy ! Five times, Mareius, 


I bare t: -0ght with thee. fo often haſt thou beat me; 


An weu.u it do to, I think, thould we encounter 
As uten a we eat. By th' elements, 
It e'er agan 4 meet him beard to beard, 


He's mine, or Lam his: mine emulation 
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Hath nat that hanour in't it had; for where 
I thought to cruth him in an equal force, 
True ſword to ſword; I'll potch at him ſome way, 
Or wrath or craſt may get him. 

Sol. He's the devil. 


Auf. Bolder. tho' not ſo ſubtle : my valour (poiſon'd, 


With only ſuffering Rain by him) for him 

Shall fly out of itſelt. Not fleep nor ſanctuary, 

% Being naked, fick, nor tane, nor capitol, 

« "The prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 

© Embarments of all tury, ſhall liſt up 

1% heir rotten privilege and cuſtom *gainſt | 
„My hate to Marcius, Where I find him, were it 
« At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
« Apainit the hoſpitable canon, would I 

« Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city ; 
Learn how 'tis held; and what they are that muſt. 
Be hoſtages for Rome. 

Sol Will not you go? 

Auf. | am attended at the cypreſs grove. I pray you, 
(Tis ſouth the city-mills), bring me word thicher | 
How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
] may ſpur on my journey. 

Sol. 1 ſhall, Sir, . [Exeunt, 


SC EN E I. 


Rome. 
Enter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus. 


A C T I. 


Men. di HE augur tells me, we ſhall have news to - 


night. 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Marcius. 

Sis. Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 

Men Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men y, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians 
would the Noble Marcius. h 

Bru. Fe's a lamb indeed that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear indeed that lives like a lamb. 
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You are too old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall aſk 


you. 

Bath Well, 8 ir 

Mun iu what enom ey is Marcius poor, that you two 
have not iu abundance ? 

Bru. He s poor in no one fault, but ſtored with all. 

Sic. Eſpecially in p ide. 

Bru. And topping all others in boaſting. 

Men. This is range now! do you two know how 
yon are cenar'd here in the city, I mean ot us o' th' 

righ: hand hie, do you? 

"ie * hy,—- how are we cenſur'd ? 

Men. Be<caule yuu talk of piiye now, will you not be 

Both Well, well, Sir, well. 

Men. by, tis uo great matter; for a very little thief 
of occaſion vi rob you of 4 great deal ol patience .— 
give your difpotitioas the reins, and be angry at your 
pleulures; at the lealt, if you rake it as a pleaſure to 
. in being 10. — Lou blame Marcius tor being 


Bru We do it got alone, Sir. 

Men. | know you can do very little alone; for your 
helps are many, or elle your actions would grow won- 
drous fingle ; your alu es are too infant-bke for do- 
ing much done. You talk of pride——oh, that you 
could turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, 


and u ake but an interior tur vey of your good ſelves | 
Oh, ihat you could ! 


Bru W hat then, Sir? 


Men. Why, then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violcat, teily nagititrates, alias idols, 
as any in Raume. 

Lic. Menenius, you are known well enough too, 

Men. 1 am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hut wine with not a drop of al- 
laying Tiber in t; ſaid to be — impericct, in 
favouring the tirit complaint ; haſty and tinder- like, up- 
oi. too trivial motion; one that converies more with tue 
buttock ot the nicht, than with the furchea:l ot the 
morning. V\ hat | think, 1 oiter, and ſpend my matice 
in my breath. Meeting two uch weals dien as you are, 
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(1 cannot call you Lycurguſes), if the drink you give 
me touch my palate advericly, [ mike a crooked face 
at it I can't ſ y your Worfhips have deliver d the mat- 
ter well, when 1 nnd the aſs in compound with the ma. 
jor part of your ſyllables ; and tho” 1 mutt be content to 
bear with thoſe that ſay you are reverend grave men, 
yet they lye deadly, that tell you, you have good faces: 
if you fee this in the mip ot my microcoſm, fullows it 
that I am known well enough too? what harm can your 
biſſon conſpeRaities glean out of this character. if I be 
known well enough too? h 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. Yoa know neither me, yourlelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitions for poor knaves* caps and 
legs * : you wear out a good wholeſome torenoon, in 
hearing a cauſe between an orange wife and a foſſet- 
ſeller, and then adjourn a controverſy of raree-pence 
to a ſecond day of audience. —— When you are hearing 
a matter between party and party, if you chance to be 
—— with the cholic, you make faces like mummers, 

up the bloody flag againſt all patieace, and, in roar - 
ing for a chamber- pot, diimiſs the controverſy bleeding, 
the more iatangled by your hearing : all the peace you 
make in their cauſe, is calling both the parties knaves, 
You are a pair of ſtrange ones. 

Bru Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
perfecter gyber of the table, than a neceſſary bencher 
in the Capitol. | 

Men. Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſuhjects as you are; when 
you ſpeak belt unto the purpoſe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging ot your beards; and your beards deſerve not fo ho- 
nourable a grave, as to {tuff a botcher's cuthion, or to 
be intomb'd in an aſs's pack-ſaddle. Yet you mutt be 
ſaying, Marcins is proud; who, in a cheap eltimation, 
is worth all your predeceſſors, fince Deucalion ; though 
. ſome of the beit of them were hereditary 

ngmen. Good-e'en to your Worthips; more ot your 
converſation would inte4 my brain, bein tac herdimen 


It appears from this whole ſpeech, that Shak eſpear miſto k the 
officc of Prefjetas wriis, for the Tribune's office, 


— 0 
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of the beaſtly Plebeians. I will be bold to take my 
leave of you, [Brutus and Siciuius ffand de. 


$ G EN II. 


A. Menenius is going out, enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and 
Valeria, 


How now, my as fair as notle ladies, and the moon, 
were ſhe earthly. no nobler ; whether do you follow 
your eyes ſo talt ? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap- 
proaches; for the love of Juno, let's go. 

Men. Ha! Marcius coming home ? 

Vol Ay. worthy Menenius, and with moſt proſperous 
approbation. 

Men. Take my cup, Jupiter, and I thank thee—— 
hoo, Marc ius coming 1 

Both. Nay, tis true. 

Vol Look, here's a letter from him; the ſtate hath 
another, his wife another, and 1 think there's one at 
home tor you, 

Men 1 will make my very houſe reel to-night: A 
letter for me 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I ſaw't. 

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an eſtate of ſe ven 
years“ health; in which time | will make a lip at the 
phyſician; the molt tovereign preſcription in Galen is 
but empiric, and to this preſervative of no better report 
than a horie-urench, Is he not wounded ? he was wont 
to come home wounded, 

Vir Oh, no, no, no. 

Vol. Oh, be is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. 80 do l too, it he be not ton n, uch; brings le 
a victory in his pocket, the wounds become him. 

Vol Ons brews, Menenius; he comes the third time 
home with the oaken gariand. 

22 Hath he diſciplin'd Aufidius ſoundly ? 

Vol. Titus Laruus writes, they tou ht together, but 
Aufidius got off 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, III warrant him 
that : it he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been 


326 Corxlanus. AQ 2. 


fo fdins'd for all the chefs in CorioF, and the gold that's 
in them. 1s the ſenate poſſeſe d ot this? 

Vel. Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the fe- 
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives y 
ſon the whole name of the war: he hath in this action 
outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth there's wondrous things ſpoke of him, 

Neu. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not without 
his true purchaſing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true! 

Fol. True? pow, Waw.—— 

Men, True? Ill be iworn they are true, Where is 
he wounded ? God fave your good Worttups ; 
Marcius is coming home; he has more cauſe to be 
proud. [ Te the Tribunes ] Where is he wounde::? 

Vol. Ich ſhoulder, and i th left arm; ther: will be 
large cicatrices to ſhe w the people, when he {hall it aud 
ſor his place. He receiv'd in the repulle of ! arquin 
ſeven hurts i' th' body. 

Men. One i th' ne. k, and one too i th' thigh ; there's 
nine that I know. | 

Vl He had, before this laſt expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Nu tis twenty-ſeven ; every gaſh was an e- 
nemy's grave. Hark, the trumpets. 

L ſhout and flouriſh. 
Vol. Theſe are the uſhers of Marcius ; betore him he 
Carries roiie, and behind him he leaves tears: 
Death, that dark ſpirit, in's nervy arm doth lie; 
Which being advanc'd, declines, and tucu men die. 


SCENE III. 


Trum et. found. Enter Comi ius the General, and Titus 
Lartius; between ihem Conoiarus crown d with an 
caken gariana, ait Captains and Soldicrs,ondaHerald, 


Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corich gates, where he hath won, 
With ſame, a name to Caius Marcius 
V elcome to Rome, rcwowned Cor ol mus! | 


Sc 
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All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
C-r, No mere of this, it does oftend my heart 
Pray now, no more, 
Com Look, Sir, your mother, 
Cor. Oh! 
You have. I know, petition'd all the gods 
For my proſperity. [ Kneels, 
Vel. Nay, my good foldier, up: 
ö My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed atchieving honour newly nam d. 
M bat is it, Coriolanus, mut 1 call thee ? 
But oh, thy wite 


s Cor. My gracious ſilence, ha'l ! 

. Vi ould'lt thou have laugh d, had I come colin'd home, 

e That weep | to ſee me triumph! Ah, wy dear, 

r Such eyes the widows in Cool: wear, 

* And mothers that lack tons. 

d Men. Now the gods crown thee! 

in Cor. And live you yet? O my ſweet Lady, pardon. 
i [To Valeria, 

2s el. 1 know not where to turn. O welcome home; 

a And welcome General! y'are welcome all. 

we Men. A hundred thouſand welcowes: 1 could weep, 

And 1 could laugh, I'm light and heavy ;—welcome ! 

0 A curſe begin at very root on's heart, 

; I hat is not glad to fee thee. You are three 

LA hat Rome ſhould doat on: yet, by the faith of men, 

1 


\e've-fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Fe grafted to your reliſh. Welcome, warriors ! 
Ve call a nettle but a nettle; and 
e. The faults of fools, but tully, 

Com, Ever right, 

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her, Give way there, and go on. 

Cor Your hand, and your s. 
Fre in your own houlz 1 d ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited ; 
From whom | have receiv'd not only greetings, 
bat. with them change of honours. 

ol. 1 have lived 
To ſee iu herited my very wiſhes, 
wriſh. nd buildings of my tancy ; ouly one thing 

Vor, VI. Ee 
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Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. . 
Car Know, good mother, I 
Tad rather be their fervent in my way, ; 
1 han ſway with them in theirs, 4 
Cor. Gn, to the Capitol. [ Flourijh, Cornetr, . 
[Exzunt in ſlate, as before, : 


SCENE IV Brutus azd Sicinius come forward, 


Bru All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared fights 
Are ſpectacled to ſce him. Vaur prattling nurſe T 
Into a rapture “ lets her bahby cry, A 
While ſhe chats him the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeit lockram bout her recchy reck, T 
Clamb'ring the walls to eye him; italls, bulks, win- In 
dovs, 

Are ſnotker'd up. leads fill d. and ridges hors'd 
V\ ith variable complexions; all agreeing 
In earneſineſs to ſee him: feld-ſhown flanuins 
Do preis among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ation; our veil d dan es 
Commit the ware of white and damaſk in 
i heir nicely gawded cheeks to th' wanton ſpoil 
Of Pheabus' burning kiiles 3 tuch a pother, 
As it that whattfocver god who leads him, 
Were thly crept into his human powers, 
And gave him gracctul poſture. 
Sic On the ſudden, 
I warrant him Conſul, 

Bru. Then our office may, 
During his power, go ſleep, 

Sic, e cannot temp rately tranſport his honours, 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will 
Loſe thote be hath won. 

Bru. In that chere's comfort, 

Ste. Doubt net. 
T hz commoncrs, for whom we ſtand, but they, 
U: +" their ancient malice, will torger, 
Wuh the leaſt cauſe, theſe kis new Eonours 3 which 
That he will give, make I as little queitivn 


* ropture, à common term, at that time uſcd for a @ fit, jþ 
So, ts be rap'd, ſiguißed, 70 be in a fit. 
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As he is prone to do't, 
Bru. 1 heard him twear, 
Were he to land for Conſul, never would he 
Appear i” th* market place, nor on him put 
Ihe napleſs veſture of humility ; 
Nor ſheu ing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To th' people, beg their tinking breaths, 
Sie. Iis right. 
Bru. It was his word: oh, he would miſs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the ſuit o' th' gentry, 
And the deſire o' th Nobles. 
Sic. 1 with no better, 
Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 
In execution. 
Bru. * Tis moſt I:ke he will, 
Sie. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills, 
A ſure dellructiion. 
Bru, So it muſt fall our 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We muſt ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred 
He till hath held them; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc d their pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 
In kuman action and capacity, 
Of no more ſoul nor fitneſs for the world, 
Than came!s in the war; who have their provender 
Oaly tor bearing burthens, and fore blows 
For ſinking under them. 
Sic. This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted 
At ſome time, when his ſorring infolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upon't; and that's as eaſy, 
As to ſet dogs cn fheep), will be the fire 
To kindle their dry fiubble; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter a Mej:nger, 


Bru. What's the matter ? 

Mey. You're ſent for to the Capitol, *Tis thought, 
That Marcius ſhall be Conſul : I have ſeen 
The dumb men throng to ſee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak ; the matrons flung their gloves, 
E e 2 
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Ladies and maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he pals d; the Nobles bended 
As to Jove's ſtatue; and the commons made 
A ſhower and thunder with their caps and ſhouts ; 
1 rever taw the like. 
Bru Let's to the Capitol, 
A..d c:rry with us ears and eyes for th' time, 
But hearts tor the event. 
Sc. Have with you. [Exeurt. 


SCENE V. Changes to the Capitol. 
Exter two Ofeers. to lay cuſhions, 


1% Come, come, they are almoſt here. How many 
Rand for Conſulſhips? 

2 Of. | hree, they ſay; but tis thought of every one, 
Corivianus will carry it. 

1 Cf. That's a brave fellow, but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the. common people. 

2 Cf Faith, there have been many great men that 
have flatter'd the people, who ne'er lov'd them; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
where:ore ; fo that if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for 
Coriolauus neither to care whether they love or he 
him, mauileſts the true knowledge he has in their dit- 
poliion, aud out of his noble carcleſſueſs he let's them 
pia.nly ſee t. 

1 if he did not care whether he had their love 
„ r ud, he wav'd iaCiTerently twixt doing them nei · 
© ther good nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with 
« gecater devotion than they can render it him; and 
© leaves nothing undone, that may fully diſcover him 
© their oppolite. Now, to ſeem to affect the malice and 
% ditplealure of the people, is as bad as that which he 
© diſlikes, to flatter them for their love. 

2 OF He hath deſerved worthily of his country: and 


his aſceat is not by ſuch eaſy degrees as theirs who have- 


been ſupple and courteous to the people; bonnetted, 
without atiy further d:zed to heave them at all into their 
elliczation and report: but he hath fo planted his ho- 
nours in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, chat 
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for their tongues to be ſilent, an q not confeſs ſo much, 
were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report otherwiſe, 
were a malice, that, giving it{clf the lye, would plack 
reproof and rebuke from ev'ry ear that heard it. 

1 Of. No more of him, he is a worthy man, Make 
way, they are coming. 


$ CENE VI, 


Enter the Patricians, aud the Tribunes of the fecple, 
Lifers b:fare them; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi- 
nius the Conſul : Siciuius and Brutus take their places 
by themfetoes. 


Nen. Having determin'd of the Volſcians, and 
To fend for litus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our aſter-meeting, 
To gratify his ncble ſervice, that 
Hath thus Rood for his country. Therefore, picaſe you. 
Molt ceverend and grave eiders, to defire 
The preſent Conſul, and lait General, 
In our well founded ſucceſſes, to report 
little ot that worthy work perform d 
Py Cains Marcius Coriolanus; whom 


We meet here, both to thauk, and to remember 


With honours like himſelf. 

1 Sen, Speak, good Cominins ; 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our liate's defeQ:ve for requital, 
Than that we ſtretch it ont, Matters o' th' people, 
We do requeſt your kindeit ear; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 
To yield what paſſes here. 

Sic, We are convented 
Upon a pleaſing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
1 he theam of our “ aſſembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 


* He mould have faid your afſemb'y. For till the Lex Atiinia, 
(the author of which is ſuypoſc.! by Sigonius De vetere Iali jure 
to have been contemporary with Quintus Metellus Maccdonicus); 
the Trib unes had not the priviege of enterirg the ſenate, but had 
tcats placed for them near the door on the outlide of the houſe, 

Ee 3 


| 
| 
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we ſhall Le hleſe'd to do, it he remember 
A kinder v:l4e of the people, than 
He bath hitherto pri-'d them at, 
Nin. Fivat's off, thut s off : 
I wouli you rather haz been lilent: pleaſe you 
To hear Cominms ſpeak ? 
Leu. oft w.ilnpgly : 
But yet my canton was more pertinent, 
Than tte rebuke you give it. 
en. Ile loves your people, 
But tre him not to be their bed-fellow, 
Worthy Coamaius, fp:ak. 
[ Coriolanus riet, and offers ts ge away, 
Nay, keep your place. 
1 Seng. Sit, Coriolanns; never ſhame to hear 
What vou have nobly done. 
Cr. Your honour's pardon 2 
| had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear tay how I got them, 
Bra, Sir, | hope 
My words diſbench'd you not? 
Cr No, Sir; yet oft, 
When Huws hive made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You icoth not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 
love them as they weigh 
Neu. Pray now fit down. 
Cor, | had rather have one ſcratch my head i' th' ſun, 
When the alarum were ſtruck, than idly it 
Jo hear wy nothings moniter'd. [£x:4 Coriolanus, 
Menu. Matters of the people, 
Y our multiplying ſpawn how can you flatter, 
That's thouſand to one good one, when you ice, 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 
Than oue ot 's ears to hear t? Proceed, Cominius, 
Com, I tha!) lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Shiould not be utter'd teebly, It is held, 
"That valour is the chieleſt virtue, and 
Nad diguities the haver : if it be. 
The man | peak of, cannot in the world 
Be lingly counterpois'd. At fixteen years, 
Wren Farquin made a head tor Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others; our then dictator, 
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Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The brittied lips beſore him: he beſtrid 
An o er preſs d Roman, and i th' Conſul's view 
Slew three oppoſers* Tarquin's felf he met. 
And druck hi: on his kuce: in that day's feats, 
When he might ad the woman in the 1cene, 
Ile prov'd th' beſt man i' th' field, end for his meed 
Was brou-hound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waxed Ike a fra; 
And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, 
He lurch'd all ſwords o' the garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me lay, 
cannot ſpeak him home: he opt the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into ſport, As waves before 
A veſſe] under tail, ſo men obey'd, | 
Ard fell below his itern: his ſword, (death's ſtamp), 
Where it did mark, it took irom face to foot : 
He was a thing of blood, whole every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' th' city, which he painted. 
W ita thnulers deliiny : aid els came off, 
And with a tudden rein forcement ſtruck 
Corioli, like a planet. Nor is this all; 
Fer by aud by the din of war *gan pierce 
His ready tevie, when {fraight his doubled ſpirit 
Requick:n'd what in et was tatizate, 
Aud to the battle came he, where he did 
Kun resking o'er the lives. 0. men, as if 
Tueren pri petnal ipoil ; aud vil we call'd 
Both field and city bars, he never flood. 
Jo ente his breatl unh panting, 

en. Woriby mau! 

1 £24, lle cannot but with meaſure fit the honours 
Which we devite him 

Com Our ipoils he kick at, 
And look'd upen things precions, as they were 
The common muck o' th wand he covets leis 
Than Miſery “ itſelt would Fiva, rewards 
liis deevs with doing them, aud is content 
Lo ſpend his times y 


* miſery; for avarize ; bœuſe 2 i ſianifics an avariciziee 
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Men. To end it, he's right noble. 
Let him be called for, 
Sen. Call Cor olanus, 


CF. He doth appear. 
Enter Coriolanus. 


Mens The ſenate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee Conſul, 
Cor, I do owe them (till 
My life and ſervices, 
Men. It then remains, 
That you do ſpeak to the people. 
Cr. I beicech you, 
Let me o'erleap that cuſtom; for I cannot 
Pat on the gown, ſtand naked, an intreat them, 
For my wounds ſake, to give their ſuffrages. 
Pleaſe you that I may pals this doing. 
Sic, Sir, the people muſt have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony, 
Men. Put them not to't: pray, fit you to the cuſtom 
And take t ye, as your predeceſſors have, 
Your honour with the form. 
Cor, It is a part 
That 1 ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people, 
Bru. Mark you that ? 
Cor. To brag unto them, Thus I did—— and thus, — 
Shew them th' unaking ſcars, which I would hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their breath only 
Meu. Do not ſtand upon't : 
We recommend t'ye, Tribunes of the peopie, 
Our purpoſe to them; and to our Noble Conſul 
With we all joy and honour, 
Sen, To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 
| [ Flouriſh Cornet. Then exeunt, 


Mauent Sicinius and Brutus. 


Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 

Sic. May they perceive 's intent! be will require them, 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted 
Should be ia them to give. 
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Bru. Come, we'll infora them 
Of our proceeStinys hate: on th' market-place 
1 know they do attend us. 


SCENE VII. Changes to the Ferum, 
Friter een or &ght citizens. 


1 Ct. Once, ® it he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny kim. 

2 (it We may, Sir, if we wil, 

3 Cit We have power in 6m: {cjves to do it, but it is 
a power th it we hive no power to : for it he ſhew 
us his wounds, and tell us hu de ds, we are to put our 
tongues into thy.e wounds, and ſpeak for them: ſo, if 
he teils us his no! le eds, we mult allo tell him our 
note acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrous; 
and for the multitude to be ingretetul, were to make a 
monſter of the mulutude; of the which, we being mem- 
bers, ſhould bring ouſelves to be monitrous n. embers. 

r Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ſerve : for once, when we ſtlood up about the 
corn, ke himiel{ {tuck not to call us the many-headed 
monilter. 

2 Cit. We have been call'd ſo of many; not that our 
Beads are ſome brown, ſome black, ſome auburn, ſome 
bald; but that our wits are fo diverſely coloured: and 
truly I thitk, if ail our wits were to iſſue out of one 
ſcull, they would fly euſt, weſt, north, ſouth; and their 
conſent of cne direct way would be at once to all points 
© th' compals, 

2 Cit. Thir:x you ſo? which way do you judge my 
vit would fly ? 

2 Cit. Nay, your wit will not ſo fon out as ancther 
man's will, *tis ſtrongly we Ig d up in a bluckFead ; but 
il it were at liberty, 'twovld, ture, ſcuthward. 

2 Cit, \\ hy that way ? 

3 Cit. To loſe ittelf in a ſog; where, being three 
% par ts melted away vith rotten Cews, the fourth wou'd 
+ return for conſcience f.ke, to h.!p to get thee a wife, 

2 Cit. You are never without your Wicks — en. 
Nay, you muy 


* Once, here a. ans the 3.me 2s when we fl y, once for all. 
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3 Cit. Are yon all reſolveꝗ to give your voices? but 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it | ſay if he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier 


man, 
Enter Coriolanus in a gown, with Vienenius, 4 
8 Here he comes, and in the gown of Hun ility ; mark e 
his behaviour: we are not to ſtay all together, but to 
come by him where he ſtands, by one's, by two's, and 1 


by three's. He's to make his requeſts by particulars, 
wherein every one of us has a ſingle honour, in giving 
him our owu voices with our own tongues: therefore 
follow me, and ['ll direct you how you thall go by him, 
All. Content, content, 
Men Oh, Sir, you are not right; have you not 


The worthieſt men have done't ? [knowa, = 
Cor, What muſt 1 fay ? 4 
I pray, Sir, plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace ! Look, Sir,. - my wounds 1 
got them in my country's ſervice, when , 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. * 
Men. Oh me, the gods! 10 
You muſt not ſpeak Ta; you mult deſire them 
To think upon you, | * 
Cor. Think upon me ? hang em. te 
would they would forget me, like the virtues — 
Which our divines loſe by em. the 
Menu. Yow'l mar all — 
Il leave you, pray you ſpeak to em, I pray yon, 8 
In wholeſome manner. (Exit, * 
Tus Citizens approach, an 
Cor. Bid them waſh their faces, wy 
And keep their teeth cl:an. so, bere comes a brace. * 
You know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 
1 Cit, We do, Sir; tell us what hath bi ought you to't. ** 
Cor Mine own deſert. 
2 Cit. Your own deſert ? | | the 
Cor. Ay, not mine own deſire, Lie 


1 Cit. How ! not your own deſire ? 
Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
: the poor with beg ging. 


xit, 


tot. 
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1 Cit You muſt think, if we give you ary thing, we 
hope to gain by you 5 
C:r. Well then, I pray your price o' th' conſulſhip? 
3 Cit. The price is, to atk it kindly, 
Cor Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: 1 have wounds 
to ſhew you, which {hall be your's in private, Your 
ood voice, Sir; what fay you ? 
2 Cit. You ſhall ka't, worthy Sir. 
Cor. A match, Sir; there's in all two worthy voices 
bezy'd. I have your alms, adieu. 
1 C:t But this is ſomething odd 
2 Cit. An 'twere to give again — but tis no matter. 
LE Xeunt, 


Tub ether Citicens. 


Cr. Pray you now, it it may ſtand with the tune of 
your voices that I may be Conſul, I have here the 
cu.tomary gown. 

t You have de ſerved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deterved nobiy. 

Cor, Your en gma. 

1 Cit, You have been a icourge to her enemies; you 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not indeed 
loved the cornaor people, 

Cr Yeu ſhould account me the more virtuous that ! 
have not been common in my love, But 1 will Sic, flat» 
ter my ſworn brother the people, to carn a dearer elli- 
mation of chem; ſor tis 2 co dition they account gen- 
tle . and ſince the wifdem of their choice is rather to have 
my cap tbau my bert, I will pructiſe the infienatiag 
nod, and he oft to them mod counterieitly ; hat is, Sir, 
1 will counterleit the tewitchment of foa.e popular man, 
an.' give it bounttvlly to the delicers: thereivie beleech 
you, 1 may be Coutul 

2 Cit, c hope to find you our friend; and there- 
fore vive you our voices heartily. 

1 Cit, You have receiv'd many wounds for your 
couutry. 

Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with ſuew ing 
them. 1 will make much of your voices, and f truus 
ble you 0 turther, 


Bath, The gos give you joy, Sir, keartily ! [ Excunt. 
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Cor. Moſt ſweet voices 
Better it is to dic, better to Harve, 
7] hai: crave the hire which firit we do deſerve. “ 


Three Citizens more. 


Here comes more voices. 
Your voices tot your voices I have fought, 
Wat. h'd tor your voices; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd: battles thrice fix 
I've ſeen, and heard of: for your voices have 
Done many things, fome leſs, fome more: 
Indeed 1 wonld be Conſul. | voices: 
1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honeſt man's voice. 
2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conſul, the gods give 
him joy. and make him a good friend to the people. 
Ali. Amen, amen. God ſave thee, Noble Contul ! 
[ Excunt., 


your 


Cr. Worthy voices ! 
Enter Menenius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 


Nen You've ſtood your limitation: and the Tribune; 
Endue you with the people's voice. Remains, 
That in th' official marks iuveited, you 
Anon do meet the ſenate, 
Cor. Is this done? 
Sic. The cuſtom of requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The people do admit you, and are fummon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation, 
Cor. Where? at the ſenate houſe! 
Stic. There, Coriolanus. » 


© —— we do deſerve. 
Why in this weo-viſh gown ſhould I ſtand here, 
'Tob.g ot Hob and Vick, that do appe r, 
T cir ncedleſs vert? Cuſtom calls me tot 
What Cuflom viils n all th ngs, ſhould we do't, 
Ihe duft on antique ime would lie wſkaept, 
And mountains cr 7 be too highly beap'd, 
For truth to &'r-pecr. == Ratoe: than feol it fo, 
Let the 5 K fcc and tic hc nour ro 
To one tan, wantd + thus. - -- I m half through; 
3 he ons pa t ſuft-r'd, the other will 1 do. | 
Tre. C. itxcxs, &c. 


He 
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Cor. May I change theſe garments *? 

Sie. You may, dir. : 

Cor. That Vl Graight do: and, knowing my felt a- 
Repair to th' ſenate houle. [ gain, 

Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along? 

Bru We ſtay here for the people. 

Sic, Fare you well. [ Exeant Coriol. and Men. 


$S CEN E VIII. 
He has it now, and by his looks methinks 


'Tis warm at's heart, 
Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds, Will you diſmits the people? 


Euter Plebeians. 


Sic How now, my maſters ? have you choſe this man? 
1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir, 
Bru. We pray the gods he may deſerve your loves! 


2 Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg d our voices. 


3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us down- right. 

1 Cit, No, tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us, 

2 Cit. Not one amongſt us, fave your ſelf, but ſiys 
fe us'd us icornfully: he thould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd tur's country. 

Sic. Why, ſo he did, 1 am ſure, 

All No, no man faw 'em. 

3 Cit. He ſaid, he'd wounds, which he could ſhew in 
And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, [ private; 
I would be Conlul, iays he: aged cullom, 
But by your voices, will not fo permit me ; 
Your voices therefore : when we granted that, 

Here was —— I thank you for your voices—— thank 
you 
Your moſt ſweet voices now you have left your 
voices, | 
I have nothing further with you. Wa'n't this mockery? 
Sic, Why, either were you ignorant to ſec't? 
Or, iecing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs 
To yield your voices ? 
Bru. Could you not have told him 


As you were leſſon d? When he had no power, 
vor. VI. FF 
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But was a petty ſervant to the ſtate, 
He was your enemy; ſtill ſpake againſt F 
Your hberties. and charters that Fou bear 

I' th' body of the weal : and now arriving 

At place of potency, and ſway o' th' ſtate, 

If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 

Faſt foe to the Plebeians, your voices might 

Be cui ſes to yourſelves. You ſhould have ſaid, 
'T hat as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for ; fo bis gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranſlate his malice tow'rds you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 


Sic. Thus to have ſaid, WW 
8 | As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit, Bu 
14 And try'd his inclination; from him pluck d | 
| 3 Either his gracious promiſe, which you might, - Th 
3 As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to; Ar 
I: Or elſe it would have gall'd his ſurly nature; 10 
I Which ealily endures net article, Ma 
1 Tying him to aught; ſo putting him to rage, 1 
= / You ſhould have ta en th' advantage of his choler, 1 
. And paſs ' d him une lected. Ho 
Bru. Did you perceive, Ho: 
He did ſolicit you: ia free contempt, | The 
23 When he did need your loves? and do you thick, Tha 
5 That his contempt thall not be bruiſing to you, Mb. 
4 When he hath power to cruſh! Why, had your bodies Of 1 
No heart among you? or had you tongues, to cry Tha 
. Againſt the rectorſuip of jud ment? * 4 
1 Sic. Have you | : (And 
Ere now deny d the aſter? and now again Was 
Fs On him that did not atk, but mock, beſtow 87 
| Your ſu'd-tor tongues? That 
3 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. To be 

2 Cit. And will deny bim : 
I'll have five hundred voices of that ſound. F 
1 Cit. 1, twice five hundred, and their friends io great 

piece em. 


Bru, Get you hence inllantly. and tell thoſe friends, 
They've choſe a Conſul that will from them cake 


Their liberties ; make item of no more voice 


ies 
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Than dogs that are as ofcen beat for barkiag, 
As theretore kept to do fo, 

Sic. Let them aſſemble; 
And on a ſafer judgment all revoke 
Your ignorant election: inforce his pride, 
And his old hate to you: beſides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed; 
How in his ſait he ſcorn'd you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you 
The apprehenſion of his preſent portance ; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
Aſter th' inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bru. Nay, lay a fault onus, your Tribunes, that 
We labour'd, no impediment between, 

But that you ::.uſt calt your election on him. 

Sic. Say you choſe him more after our commandment, 
Than guided by your own affeRions ; | 
Ar:d that your minds, preoccupicd with what 
You rather mult do, than what you ſhould do, 
Made you againſt the grain to voice him Coniul. 

Lay the fault on us. | 

Bru. Ay, ſpare us not: ſay we read lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his country, 
How long continued; and what ſtock he ſprings of, 
The noble houſe of Marcius ; from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's fon ; 
M bo, after great Hoſtilius, here was King: 
Ot the fame hoate Fablivs and Quiatus were, 
Tant our bett water brought by conduits hither. 
ind Cenſorinus, darling of tte people, 
(And nobly azm'd fo tor twice being Cenſor), 
Was his great anceitor “. 

Se. One thus ceſcended, 
That hath tefide well in his perſon wrougl:t 
To be ſet high in place, we did commend 


Plutarch, in his account of the Marcian family, enumerates ti e 
feveral great men who had ſprung from it; in which liſt ſtand Pu- 
blius Marctus, and Quintus Marcus, and Cenforinus ; who, thoogh 
t.cy lived bi fore Plutarch, came after Coriolanus. Shakefpear theres 
tre, by copying Plutarch too cluſtly and haſtily, hath fallen into 
tis in advertency ot making a cotempurary with Coriolanus mentivn 
'uc men who lived long atter him. | 
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To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your tudden approbation, 
Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't 
(tp on tt at fill) but by our putting on; 
And preteitly., when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th Capitol, 
Ai, We will 10; almoſt all repent in their election. 
[ Exeunt Plebeians. 
Bru Let them go on: 
Tris muti y vere better put in hazard, 
1 han ity put dau t for greater: 
If, as his vatuee is, ke fall in rage 
Wirth their reiial, both obſerve and anſwer 
The vanteye of bis anger, 
ic. To th Capitol, come; 
We will be there before the ſtream o' th' people: 
And this {hall lee m, as partly tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt, 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
A public flrcet in Rome, 


Cornets. Erter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Ti- 
tus Laitius, and other Senators. 


Cor, Ullus Aufidius then had made new head. 
Lart. He had, my Lord; and that it was 
Our ſwifter compoſition. [which caus d 

Cor, So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make 'road 
Upon's again. 

Com. They're worn, Lord Conſul, fo, 

That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their banners wave again. 

Cer. Saw you Aufidius? 

Lart. On ſafeguard he came to me, and did curſe 
Ag ainſt the Volſcians, for they had fo vilely | 
Yielded the town. He is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Lart. Be did, my Lord. 


\ 
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Cor, How ? what? 

Lart, How often he had met you, ſword to ſword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your perſon molt : that he would pawa his fortunes 
To hapeleſs reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call d your vanquiſher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I with I had a cauſe to ſeek him there; 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. | 

[To Lartius. 
Enter Sicinius ard Brutus, 


Behold ! theſe are the Tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o' th' common mouth: I do deſpiſe them; 
For they do prank them in authority 
Againlt all noble ſufferance. 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cr. Hah lo——what is that! 
Bru, It will be dangerous to go on——no ſurther, 
Cor, What makes ihis change ? 
Men. The matter? 
Cam. Hath he not paſꝭ d the Nobles and the Commons ! 
Bru, Comiaius, no. 
C:r, Have I had childrens voices? 
Sen. Tribunes, give way, he ſhall ro th* market-place, 
Drau. The pcople are iucens'd agaialt him. 
Se. Stop. 
Or all will fall in broil. 
Car. Are theſe your herd? | 
Mult theſe have voices, that can yield them now, [ces : 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues ? W hat are your oil 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not ſet them on? 
Men. Be calm, be calm, 
Car, It is a purpos'd taing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the Nobility : 
Sufer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 
Bru Call't not a plot; 
The people cry, you mock'd them; and of late, 
Whcu corn Was 2.ven _ 2" ti, you tepiu'd ; 
Fi3 
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Scandal'd the ſuppliants for the people; call'd them 
Time-pleaſers, Hatterers, foes to nableneſs. 

Cor, Why, this was known before, 

Bru Not to them all. 

C:r. Have you inform'd them ſince? 

Bru. How ! I inform them! 

Cr, You are like to do ſuch buſineſs, 

Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better your's. 

Car. Why then ſhould t be Conſul ? by yond clouds, 
Let me deſerve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your {2l!ow-tribune, 

Sic. You ſhew too much of that, 

For which the people lir ; if you will paſs 

To where you're bound, you muſt inquire your way 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit ; 

Or never be ſo noble as a Conſul, 

Nor yoke with him for Tribune. 

Meu. Let's be calm. 

Con, The people are abus“ a, ſet on ;-— this 
Becomes not Rome: nor has Coriolanus [paltrivg 
Deſerv'd this fo diſhonour'd rub, laid falſely 
I th' plain way of his merit- 

Cor. Tell me of corn! 

This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpzak't again 

Men, Not now, not now. 

Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will 
As lor my nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 
But for the mutable rank-ſcented many, 

Let them revard me, as I do not flatter, 

And there behold themſelves, 1 ſay again, 

In ſootbing them, we nourith *gainſ our ſenate 
The cockle of rebellion, infolence, ſedition, 


Which we ourſelves have plow'd for, ſow'd, and ſeatter'd, 


By mingling them with us, the honour'd number; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which we have given to beggars. 
Mn. Well, no mote 
Sen. No more words, we beſeech you 
Cr. How ! % more! 
As for my country I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing cutwaid force ; to ſhall wy lungs. 
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Ccin words till their decay, againſt thoſe meaſkes, 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter us, yet ſeek 
I he very way to catch them. 
Bru. You ſpeak o' th' people, as you were a god 
To puriſh, not a man of their mfirmity, 
Sic. 'T were well we let the people know't, 
Men, What, what! his choler ? 
Cor. Choler ! were I as patient as the midnight-ſlcep,, 
„ By Jove, twould be my mind. 
Sic. It is a mind . 
That thall remain a poiſon where it is, 
Not poiſon any further. 
Cor. Shall remain ? 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you: 
y | 
His abiolute h? 
Com, IT was from the canon. 
Cor. Shall! 
O good, but moſt unwiſe Patric'ans, why, 
vis You grave, but reckleſs Senators, have you thus 
pg Given Hydra here to chuſe an officer, 
That wich his peremptory Hall. being but 
The horn and noiſe o“ th' monſters, wants not ſpirit 
To ſay, he'll turn your current in a ditch, 
ON An make your channel his? it he hath power, 
Then vail your ignoraace* ; if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity; if you are learned, 
Fe not as common fools ; if you are not, 
Let them have cuihions by you, You re Plebeians, 
If they be Senators; and they are no lefs, 
When, both your voices blended, the g reat'ſt taſte 
Moſt palates theirs, They chute their magiſtrate ! 
And fuch a one as he, who puts his /, 
His popular all, againit a graver bench 
r'd, Then ever irown'd ia Greece t! 3y jove himſelf, 
It makes the Coafuls baſe; uind wy ul 
* To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither ſupreme, how ſoon confoiton 
„% May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by th' other, ; 
Cam. Well n to th* market place, 


igverence, for imprtex'e ; becoule it mekes impotent, 
7 & e. that cvcr projected or executed laws, 
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Cor, Who ever gave that counſel, to give forth 
The corn o th ſtorehouſe, gratis, as twas us d 
Sometime in Greece 
Men, Well, well, no more of that.. 
Cor. Though there the people had more abſolute 
1 fay, they nouriſh'd diſobedience, ſed [power ; 
The ruin of the ſtate, 
Bru. Why ſhall the people give 
One that ſpeaks thus their voice ? 
Cor. II give my reaſons, 
More worthy than theic voice, They know, the corn 
Was not their recompence; reſting aſſur d, 
They ne er did ſervice for't; being prefs'd to th' war, 
Even when the navel of he ſtate was touch'd, 
They would not thread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not deſerve corn gratis : being i tht war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they thew'd 
Moſt valour, ſpoke not for them. Th' accuſation, 
Which they have often made againſt che ſenate, 
All cauſe enborn, could never be the native“ 
Ot our ſo frank donation. Well, what then ? 
How ſhall this boſom-multiplied digeſt 
The ſeuate's con:teſy ? Jet deeds expreſs, 
What's like to be their words Ie did requef? it —— 
Me are the greater foil, and in true fear 
They gave us cur demands. Thus we debaſe 
The nature of our ſeats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears; which will in time break ope 
The locks o th' ſenate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the CAYICS, coomm_—— 
Men. Come, enough. 
Bru. Enough, with over meaſure, 
C:r. No, take more ; 
What may be ſworn by. Both divine and human 
Seal what I end withal ! This double worthip, 
Where one part does diſdain with cauic, the other 


Inſult without all reaſon ; where geatry, title, witdom, . 


Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 
Of gen'rel ignorance, it nuit omit 
Rea) neceſlitizs, and give wa; the while 


T unſtable ſlightreſs; [purpoic fo barr d, it follows, 
® native, for natural birth, 
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Nothing is done to purpoſe ].“ Therefore beſeech you, 
(Youu that will be lets feartal than dit eet, 
That love the fundamental part of Rate 
More than you doubt the change of't; that preier 
A noble life betiue a long, and with ; 
To varyp 4 bocy with a dangerous phyſie, 
That's jure of deith without), at once pluck out 
The mu'titu-linous tongue, let them not lick 
1 be ivect which is their poiton Your dithon ur 
Mangies true judgment t, and bereave; the fate 
O* that integi ty which ſhould become Þ 't ; 
Not having power to do the good it would, 
For ihe ii] which duth c utrout it, 

Bru. La, taid hug!“ 

Sic. H'as pokcu ie a traitor, and {hall anſwer 
As traitors 40 

Cor, Thou wretch ! deſpight o'erwhelm thee 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald Tribunes 2 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th greater bench. In a rebellion, 
When what's not meer, but what mult be, was law, 
Then were they choſen; in a better lWur, 
Let what is meet be ſaid, it mult be law, 
And throw their power i' th' duſt. 


we Bru, Manifeſt treaſon 
Sic, This a Contul ? no. 
Bra. The Elles, ho! let him be apprehended. 
[ Ediles enters 
Sic. Go, call the pcople, in whoſe name mytclt 
Attach thee us a traiterous innovator z 
A foe to th public weal, Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer, [ Laying Lold on Coriolanus. 
Cr. Hence, old goat! | 
All. Ve'll ſurety him. 
Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off, 
Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or Lſball ſhake thy bones 
1 Out of thy garments. X 
* 


Sic. help nie, citizens. 


* This ſcems to be ſpurious. 
+ judgment, for goveruments 
7 | brcymme, for ad. rns 
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38'C EY :& II. 
Erler a raile of Pleleiant, with the Exiles, 


Alen. On both ſides, more reſpect. 

Sic, Here's he that would take from you all your 

power, | 

Bru. Seize him, XE9%iies. 

All. Down with him, down with him! 

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

[They all buſtle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens — what ho 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens! 

All. Teace, peace, peace; tay, hold, peace! 

Men. What is about to be -l am ont of breath; 
Conſulion's near, I cannot ſpeak, you Tribunes, 
Coriolanus, patience; ſpeak, Sicinius, 

Sic. Hear me, people peace. 

All. Let's hear our Tribunes; peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, 

ſpeak. 

Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties. 
Marcius would have all from you; Marcius, 
Whom late you n:nn'd for Conſul, 

Men. Fie, fie, fie. 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. | 
Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic What is the city, but the people? 
All. True, the people are the city. 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtablich'd 
The people's mugillrates. 
All. You fo remain. 
Me. And fo are like to do. 
Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 
In heaps ard piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deſerves death. | 

Bru, Or let us ſtand to our authority, 
Or let us loſe it; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o' th people, in whole power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of preſent death. 

Sic, Therefore lay held on him; 
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Bear him to th* rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſttuction caſt him. 

Bru. Mudiles, ſeize him. 

All Ple. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word”; 'beleech you, Tribunes, 
hear me but a word ; 

Adiles, Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you teem, truly your country's friends, 
And temp 'rately proceed to what you would 
1 hus violently redreſs. 

Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways 
That ſcem like prudent helps, are very poiſonous, 

M here the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands on him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No; III die here. [ Corivlanes draws fir feword, 
There's ſome among you have beheld me tigh:ing ; 
Come, try upon yourſelves, what you have ſeen me. 

Men. Down with that tword ; Tribunes, withdraw 

a while, 

Bru, Lay hands upon him, 

Men. Help, Marcius, help-— you that be noble, 
help him young and old. 

All. Down with him, down with him 

[ In 15is mutiny, the Tribunes, the /Ediles, ard the 
peop.c, are brat in, 


SCENE III. 


Nen Go, get you to your houſe; be gone, away, 
All will be nought elſe. 

2 Sen, et you gore. 

Cor stand fait, we have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall ic be put to that ? 

Ser, I be gods for bd! 
I pr'ythee, noble iricad, home to thy houſe, 
Leave us to cure this cauſe. 

Men. For tis a ne 
You caunot tent yourſk!f; begone, beſeech you. 

Com. Cone, Sir, along with us 

Hen. 1 would they were Barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rome later d), not Romans, (as they are 
Though calves in the porch o th Capitc]) Lnot, 
Beguuc, put Lot your WOIKLY rage to your tongue, 
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One time will owe another. 
Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 
Men. I could myſelt take up a brace o' th beſt of 
them; yea, the two Tribunes 
Cem. but now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic ; 
And manhood is call'd fool'ry. when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Retore the tag return. whoſe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 
Men Pray you be gone. 
Fl try if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little ; this muſt be patch'd 
With cloth ot any colour, 
Com, Come, away. 
[Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius, 


S CES FE IY, 


1 Sen. This man has marr'd his fortune. 

Men. Fis nature is too noble for the world: 
1 He would not flatter Neptune jor his trident, 
© Or Jove for's power to thunder, His heart's his 

mouth : 

*« What his breaſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent; 
1% And, being angry, does tor; et that ever 
«« He heard the name of death, 
Here's goodly work. 

2 Sen, + would they were a bed. 


Men. I would they were in I iber. What, the 
[ vengeance, 


Couid he not fpeak em fair? 
Exter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabile again, 


Sic, Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himfeli ? 

Men. You worthy Tribunes —— 

Sic, He ſhall he thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands; he hath reſiſted law, 
And therefore law ſhall ſcorn him further trial 
1 has the ſeverity of public power, 
Which be fo fets it nought. 

1 Cit, He ſhall well know, the noble Tiribares are 


[4 noiſe within, 


e 
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The people's mouths, and we their hands, 

Alt, He (hall, be ſure on't, 
Men Sir, Sir, 
Sic. Peace, 
Men, Donot cry havock, where you ſhould but hurt 

With modeſt warrant. 

Sic, Sir, how comes it you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 
Men Hear me ſpeak, 

As I do know the Conſul's worthineſs, 

So can I name his faults 
Sc. Confal ! what Conſul ! 
Men. I he Conſul Coriolanus. 
Bru, He Conſul! 
All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the Tribunes' leave, and yours, good 

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; [_ People, 

The which ſhall turn you to no further har, 

Than ſo much Joſs of time. 

Sic Speak bricſly then, 

For we are peremptory to diſpatch 

This viperous traitor. To eject him hence, 

Were but our danger; and to keep him here, 

Our certain death: therefore it is decreed, 

He dies to-night 
Men. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 

Tow 'rds her deſerving children is inroll d 

In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 

Should now cat up ker own ! 

Sic. He's a diſeaſe that muſt be ent away. 
Men Oh, he's but a limb chat has Gdilcaſc ! 

Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſy. 

V hat has he done to Rome that's worthy death ? 

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loft 

(Which 1 dare vouch is more than that he hath 

By many an ounce) he Cropt it for his country 

And what is leit, to loſe it by his country, 

Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 

A brand to th' end o thy world. 

Sic. his is clean kam. 
Bru Merci) awiy, hen he Cid love Bis country, 
Vor. VI, G g | 
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It honour'd him. 
Sic. The ſervice of the foot 
Being once gangren'd, it is not then reſpeted 
For what before it was. 
Bru, We'll hear no more. , 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence ; 
Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread further, | 
Men. One word more, one word. 
This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of unſcann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late 
Tie leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by 
Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans. 1 
Bra. If twere fo 7 
T 
I 


Sic. What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a taſte of his obedience, 
Our AXdiles ſmote, ourſelves reſiſted ? Come 


Men. Confider this: he hath been bred i” th' war: . 
Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill-ſchool'd | 
In boulted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without diĩſtinction. Give me leave, ... 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him T 
Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 

In peace, to his utmoſt peril, I\ 

1 Sen, Noble Tribunes, | Be 


It is the humane way: the other courſe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it ; 


Unknown to the beginning - * 
Sic. Noble Menenius, | 1h 
Be you then as the people's officer, Yo! 
Maſters, lay down your weapons. | Ere 
Bru. Go not home. p 
Sic Meet on the Forum ; we'll attend you there, p 


Where, it you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way 
Men Ill bring him to you, 
Let me deſire your company; he muſt come, 
[To the Seuato r:, 


Or what is worſe will follow, 
1 Sen, Pray, let's to him. | [Exeunt, Unt 


re, 


nate. 


E xeunt. 
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SCENE V. Changes to Coriolanus's houſe. 
Enter Coriolanus, with Nobles. 


Cor, Let them pull ali about mine ears, preſent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down ſtreteh 
Below the beam of fight ; yet will 1 (till 
Be thus to them, 


Enter Volumnia, 


Nel. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vaſſals, things created 
To buy aad fell with groats; to thew bare heads 
In congregations ; yawn, be till, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of peace or war. (I talk of you) | 
[To his mother, 
Why did you wiſh me milder? won'd you have me 
Falſe to my nature? rather ſay, I play 8 
The man 1 am. 

Fol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let it go. 

Vel. You might have been enough the man yon are, 
With ſtriving leis to be ſo, Leſſer had been | 
1 he thwartings of your Cilpoition, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos d 
Ere they lack d power to crols yuu. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, and bura too. 


Enter Menenius, with the Senators, 


Men, Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome» 
thing too rough : 
You muſt return, and mend it. 
Sex. 1 here's no remedy, 
Unleſs, by not fo doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midſt, and — 
8 g 2 
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Vil. Pray, be counſell d. 
I have a heart as little apt as your's, 
But yet a brain that leads my uſe of anger 
To better vantage. 
flea. Well ſaid, Noble woman. 
Neſore he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' herd, but that 
The violent fit o' ch times craves it as phylic 
For the whole (tate, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which 1 can ſcarcely bear, 
Cor. What mult I do? 
Menu. Return to th' Tribunes. 
Cor, Well, what then? what then? 
Mes Repent what you have ſpoke. 
Cor, For them ——1 cannot do it for the gods, 
Muſt i then dot to them? 
el You are too abſolute, 
'Tho' therein you can never be too noble, 
Eut when extremities ſpeak, ** I've heard you ſay, 
„Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, 
„th war do grow together: grant that, and tell me 
„In peace, what each of them by th' other loſes, 
« hat tiey combine not there ? 
Cor. Tulh, tuſh 
Nen Agcod demand. 
. If it be honour in your wars, to ſeem 
The ſame ycu me not, which for your beſt ends 
Yeu call your policy: how is t leſs or worſe 
That it thall hold companionſhip in peace 
FA'ith honour, as in war; ance that to both 
It lands in Ike requeit ? 
Cer, V hy force you this? 
Vl. Eecaule it lies, on you to ſpeak to th* people: 
Not by your own init uction, nor by th' matter 
W hich your heart prompts you to, but with ſuch words 
But roated on your tongue; baſtards, and iy Hables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth, 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your tortune, and 
1 he hazard of much blood. 
1 weuld difiemble with my nature, where 
My .ortunts and wy Iricues at luke, requir'd 
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I ſhould do ſo in honour. I am in this 

Your wife, your ſon, theſe Senators, the Nobles. 
And you will rather thew our general lowts 

How you can frown, then ſpend a fawn upon 'em, 

For the inheritance of their loves, and ſaſeguard 

Of what that want might ruia ! 

Men. Noble Lady ! 

Come, go with us, ſpeak fair: you may ſalve ſo 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is palt. 

Vol. Ipr'ythee now, my ſon, 

„ Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having fretch'd it, (here be with them) 
« 7 hy knee buſſing the tones ; (for in ſuch buſineſs 
« Action i> eloqueuce, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
« More learnea than the ears); waving thy hand 

„% Which ſotten thus, corre ting thy ſtout heart, 

« Now humble as the ripeit mulberry, 

„That will not hold the handling: or ſay tn them, 
© i hou art their ſoldier, and, being bred in broils, 
«+ Hait not the ſoft way, which thou dolt conſeſs 

„% Were tit ior theeto uic, as they to claim, 

© In akkiny their good loves; but thou wilt frame 

„ Thytelf (torioorb) hereafter theirs to tar, 

« As thou haſt power and perſon, 

Men This but done, 
Ev'n as the ſpe ks, why, all their hearts were your's : 
For they have pardons, being aik'd, as tree, 

As words to Intle purpoſe. 

Vel. Priythee now. 

Go and be rul d; altho' I know thon'dſt rather 
„ Follow thine enemy in a firey gulph 
*: I han flatter him in a bower. 


Enter Comiuius. 


Here is Caminius. 


Com. l ve been i' th* murket - place, and, Sir, tis C. 
Yon have itrong party, or delend yourſelf 
By calmnels, or by abſence : all's in anger, 
Men Only fair ſpeech. 
Com I think twill terve, if he 
Cau thereto name his Ipirit. 
G 3.3 
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42. He mult and will: 
Drythee now, fay you will, and go about it. 
Car. Mult I go thew them my unbarbed ſconce ? 
Mult my baſe tongue give to my noble heart 
A lye, that it mui bear? Well, Iwill do't, 
Yet were there but this ſingle plot “ to loſe, 
his mould of Marcius, they to duſt thould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the uind. To th' market-place ! 
You've put me wow to ſuch a part, which never 
L hall diſcharge to the liſe. 
Com. Come, come, we || prompt you. 
Vl. Ay, pr'ythee now, tweet fon: as thou haſl ſaid, 
My praiſes made thee &: it a ſoldier: fo, 
To hive my pra'le for this, perform a part 
Thou haſt not done Lefore, 
Cor, Well, I muit do't. 
Away, my diſpoſition, and poſleſs me 
Some harlot's ſpirit! my throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch's, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls a ſleep ! the ſmiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks, aud ſchoolboys' tears take up 
The zlatles of my fight! a beggar's tongue 
Make motion throu;z;h my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
ich bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms!-— 1 will not do't,— 
Leit . ſurceale to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind, 
A mod inherent baſenef6, 
Vil. At thy choice then. 
„%o beg ot thee, it is my more diſhonour. 
„Than th u of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
„ Thy dangerous ſtoutnels; for I mock at death 
Mi has big heut as thou, Do as thou litt: 
« "Thy valiantnels was mine, thou ſuck' dil it from me; 
„% Bat own thy pride thylf, 
Cor. Pray, be content. | 
Mot..er, lo geing to the market-place ; 
Cuide mi no more, Fil monutcbiok heir lover, 
C0: the hearts from them, and co.ue home belov'd 
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Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend me to ry wife. I'll return Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do. 
I' th' way of flattery further. 
Vel. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. . 
Com, Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm 
Yourſelf ro anſwer miluly : for they re prepar'd 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ltrong 
Than are upon you yet. 
Cr. The word is, mildly. Pray you, let us go. 
Let them accuſe me by invention; 1 
Will anſwer in mine honcur. 
Aen. Ay, but mildly. | 
Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly.— [Excunę. 


SCENE VL. Changes to the Forum, 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, 


Bru, In this point charge him home, that he aſſects 
Tyrannic power: it he evade us Uttcre, 
Icforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the ſpoil got on the 4 niatcs, 
Was ne'er Gdiitributed, What, Mul he come? 


Enter an Adile. 
Ed. He's coming. 


Bru. How accompanied? | 

Ad. With old Menenius, and thoſe Senators 
That always favour's hum 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 
Set down by th' poil ? 

Ea. | have; tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you coileGies them by tribes ? 

Ed. I have. 
. Sic, Allemble preſently the people witner, 
And, when they hear me lay, It all be to, 
F' th' right aud ficeugth o ta Commons; (be it either 
For deata, for fine, or bauiikmeat), t. en zet them, 
If 1 fay ine, cry Fine, it Lata, cry Dea 
Inſiſtiu g on the old prerogauve 
An- power i tl” truth o th Cauics 
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Ed. I will inform them. 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have o_ to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a din coufi 
Inſorce the preſent execution 
Of what we chance to ſentence, 

ad. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be ſtrong and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 

Bru. Go about it. Exit Ædile. 
Put him to choler ſtraight ; he hath been us d 
Even to conquer, and to have his word 
Off contradiction. Being once chat d, he cannot 
Be rein d again to temp'rance ; then he ſpeaks | 
What's in his heart; and that is there, which looks 
With us“ to break his neck. 


Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, wth others. 


Sic, Well, here he comes. 

Men. Culmly, I do beſeech you. 

Cer. Ay, as an huſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the knave by th volume: Tie bonour d 
Keep Rome in lefery, and the chairs of Juthce [ gods 
Supply with worthy men, plant love among vou, 
Throng our large temples wich the ſhews ot cc, 
And not cur itreets with war! 

1 Sen. Amen, amen! 

Men. A noble with. 


Enter the Aiile, with the Plebeians. 


Sic. Draw near, ye people, 

Ed. Lift to your Tribunes: audience; 
Perce, I fay. 

Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak, 

Beth Tri. Well, tay. Peace, ho. 

Cor Sball i be charg'd no tarther than this profent : ? 
Mutt all determine here ? 

Sic. 1 do demand, 
If you ſubm t you to the people's voices, . 
Allow their officers, and a: e content 
To iutfe !awiul cenſure for iuch faults 


As ſball be prov'd upon you ? 
* A familiar plraic of that ume, ſignifying works with ns, 
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Cor. I am content, 
en. Lo, Citizens, he ſays, he is content. 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew 
Like graves i' th' holy church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, icacs to move laughter 

only. 

Men. Conſider further, 

That when he ſpeaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a ſoldier; do not take 
His rougher acceats for malicious ſounds ; 
But, as 1 ſay, ſuch as become a ſoldier, 
Rather than envy, ou 
Com, Well, well, no more. 
Cor. What is the matter, 
That being paſs'd for Conſul with full voice, 
I'm fo dilkonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off agaia ? 

Sic. Anſwer to us. 

Cor. Say then: *tis true, I ought ſo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
From Rome all icalon'd oftice, and to wind 
Yourſelf unto a power tyrannical; 

For which you are a traitor to the people, 

Car. How? Traitor? 

ſen, Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 

Cir. The fires i th' loweſt hell told in the people l 
Call me their traitor ! chou injurious Tribune! 
Within thine eye fat twenty thouſand deaths, 
la thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
1 hy lying tongue both wumbers; 1 would (iy, 
Thou lyett, unto thee, with a voice as tree 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people ? 

A. I. To ch' rock with hum. 

Sic. Peace, 

We need not lay new matter to bis charge: | 
What you have icen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 
Beating your officers, curſicg yourlcives, 

Oi poling laws with ſtrokes, Aud here defying 
Thoie whole great power mul tiy him, een this 
50 criminal, and in fuck capual kind, 
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Deſerves th' extremeſt death. 
Aru. But fince he bath 
Serv'd well for Rome —— —— 
Cor What do you prate of ſervice ? 
Bru. It IR of that, that kuow it. 
Cor You foo 
Men. Ie this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
Com. Know, I pray you 
Cor. I'll know v0 tarther : 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, I woul:! not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage tor what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, Good morrow. 
Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) frem time to time 
Envy'd againſt the people; feck-ng means 
To pluck away their power; bas now at laſt 
Giv'n hoſtile ſtrokes, and that not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the miniſters 
That do diſtribute it; in the name o th people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) banith him our city; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's gates. I th' people's name, 
1 lay, it ſhall be fo. 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it thall be ſo. . 
Cem. Hear me, my maſters, and my common friends 
Sic. He's ſentenc'd: no more hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak. 
I have been Coniul, and can ſhew for Rome 
Her cnemies' marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a reſpect more tender, 
More holy, and proſound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's e{timate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treafure of my loins : then if I'would N 
Speak that "SI 
Sic. We know your drift. Speak what? I 
Bru. 1 here's no more to be laid, but be is banif}'d- 
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As enemy to the people and his country, 
It ſhall be ſo. 
All, It ſh. all be fo. it ſhall be fo. 
Cor. * You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate 
% As reek o' th' rotten fens; whoſe loves I prize, 
% As th: deed carcaſes of unburied men, 
That do cor upt my air: I baniſh you. 
« And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
« Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts; 
« Your enemies, with nodding of their plames, 
Fan you into deſpair ! have the power ſtill 
« To baniſh your defenders, till at len 
« Your ignorance, (which finds not till ir feels), 
« Making but reſe. vation of yourſelves, 
« (Stell your own enemies), delwer you, 
% As moſt abated “ captives, to ſome nation 
„That won you without blows! Deſpiſing then, 
For you, the city, thus | tura my back, 
There is a work} elſewhere 
[ Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, aud ofhers. 
[The people ſhout, and throw up their caps. 
Ed. The people s enemy is gone, is gone 
All Our enemy is baniſh'd ; he is gone! Hool hoo! 
Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and {low him 
As be hath tullow'd you; with all deip:ght 
Give him delerv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Artend us through the city. 
All. Come, come; lets fee him out at the gates ; 
come 
The gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes ! —— come. 
[Exeunt. 


a7 Vw. SCENE L 
Before the gates of Rome. 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virpilia. Menenius, Co- 
minus, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


na me, leave your tears: a brief farewel the 
12 bealt 


* Mbated bere carries the ſenſe of ſunt and diminiſted in Jpirit and 
courage, 
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With many heads batts me away. Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? © You were us'd 
« To ſay, Extremity was the trier of ſpirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear; 
« That when the ſea was calm, all boats alike 
« Shew'd maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows, 
** When moſt ſtruck home, being gently * warded, 
craves 

« A noble cuning, You were us'd to load me 
« With precepts, that would make invincible 
4 The heart that conn'd them. - 

Vir. O heav'ns! O heav'ns! 

Cor. Nay, I pry'thee, woman ——— 

Vol. Now the red peſlilence ſtrike all trades in Rome, 
And cccnpations periſh ! 

Cor. What! what! what! 
I ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack' d. Nay, mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and ſav d 
Your huſband ſo much ſweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu : farewe!, my wife! my mother ! 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
« Thy tears are falter than a younger man's, 
© And venomous to thine eyes. My ſometime General, 
I've ſeen thee ſtern, ard thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-bardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe ſad women, 
*Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtrokes, | 
As 'tis to laugh at 'em. Mother, you wot, 
My hazards ſtill have been your folace; and 
Beiieve't not lightly, ** (though 1 go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
« Makes ſear d, and talk'd of more than ſeen), your 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught [ion 
M th cantelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My fir ſt ＋ ton, 
Where will you 893 take good Cominius 
With thee a while; determime on fome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance, 
That ſtarts i th* way betore thee, 

0 'y, for y. 

+ 2 molt eminent of mers 


eng“ 


Ferre 2 


4 
I 
F 
1 


your 
Lion 


Sc. 2. Corioſunus. 363 


Cor. © the gods! 

Com. I'll follow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
M here thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ft hear of us, 
And we of thee. So, if the time thruſt forth 
A caute for thy repeal, we {hall not fend 
O'er the vaſt world to ſeek a fingle man; 

And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
I' th' abſence of the needer. | 

Cor, Fare ye well: 

Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet wile, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch “: when 1 am torth, 
Bid me farewe'l, and ſmile. I pray you. come, 
While 1 remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me aughc 

But what is like me formerly, 

Men. That's worthily 

As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I could ſhake off but one feven years 
From theſe old arms and legs, by che good gods 
1'd with thee every foot. 
Cor, Give me thy hand. [Exzurt, 


 % $8 4s 9 =. 
E nter Sicinius and Brutus, with ihe Edile. 


Sic. Bid them all home. he's gone; and we'll no far- 
V:x'd are the Nobles, who, we ice, have ſided ther. 
In his behalf. 

Bru, Now we have ſhewn our power, 

Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
1 han when it was a-doing. 

Sic. Bid them home; 
S1y, iheir great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient firenyth, 

Bru Diimiſs them home. 
Here comes his mother. 
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Act 4. 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 


Sic. Let's not meet her. 

Bra, Why? 

Sic. They ſay ſhe's mad, 

Bru. They have ta'en note of us: keep on your way. 

Vel. Oh, y'are well met: 

The hoorded plague o' th' gods requite your love 

Men. Peace, peace; be not fo loud. 

Vel. If that i could for weeping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome Will you be gone: 
You ſhall ſtay too. | [Teo Vir. 

Vir. | Would 1 had the power 
To fay fo to my huſband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vel. Ay, fool: is that a ſhame ? note but this fool. 
Was not a man my father ? hadſt thou foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome, 

Than thou haſt ſpoken words 

Sic, Oh bleſſed heav'ns ! 

Vel. More noble blows than ever thou wiſe words, 
And for Rome's good Il tell thee what — yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too- would my fon 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good ſword in his hand. 

Sic. What then ? 

Vir. What then ? he'd make an end of thy poſterity, 

Vel. Ballards, and all. 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Men, Come, come, peace. 

Sic. 1 would he had continued to his country 
As he began, and not unknit himtelt 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru, I would he had! 

Vel. I would he had ! _———*'Twas you incens'd the 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, Crabble: 
As | can of thoſe myſteries which Heav'a 
Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru. Pcay let us go. | 

Vel. Now, pray, Sir, get you gone. : 
You've done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this: 
As lar as doth the Capitol exceed 
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The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo ſar my ſon, 
This lady's huſband here, this (do you lee) 
Whom you have banith'd, does exceed you all, 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay you to be baited f 
With one that wants her wits ? [Exeunt Tribunes., 
Vol. Take my prayers with you. 
I wiſh the gods had nothing elie to do, 
But to confirm my curſes! Could 1 meet em 
But once a. day. it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy toꝰt. 
A. n. You've told them home, 
And, by my troth; have cauſe, You'll ſup with me ? 
Vol. Anger's my meat, I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And fo ſhall ſtarve with feeding. Come, let's go, 
Leave this faiat puling, and lament as | do, [Te Vir, 
In anger, Juno like, Come, come, he, fie! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. Changes to Antium. 
Enter .: Roman and a Volſcian, 


Nom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me; your 
name | think is Adrian. 

Vol. It is ſo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 

Nam. I am a Roman; but my ſervices are as you are, 
agaiuſt em Know you me yet? 

Vol Nicanor ? no. 

Rom. The ſame, Sir. 

Vol. You hail more beard when IT laſt ſaw you, but 
your favour is well appeal'd ® by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome? | have a note from the Ve!lſcian 
ſtare to ind you out there, You have well ſav'd me a 
days journey, 

Rm, I here hath been in Rome ſtrange inſurredtions: 
the people againit the Sznators, Patricians, and Nobles, 

J. Hach been! is it ended then? Our ſtate thinks 
not io: they are in a moit warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upou them in the heit ol their diviſion, 

Row, The main blaze ot it is pait, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive o 
to heact the banithmenc ot that worthy Coriolanus, that 
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they are in a ripe aptneſs to take all power from the 
people, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing, I can tell you; and is almoſt mature 
for the violert breaking out. 

Vel. Coriol nus baniſh'd? 

Ream. Baniſh'd, Sir, 

Fol. You wiil be welcome with this intelligence, Ni- 
canor. 

Nem. The Cay ſerves well for them now. I have 
heard it faid, the fitte{t time to corrupt a man's wiſe, is 
v. nen ſhe's fallen out with her huſband. Your Noble 

Fullus Auhyvins will appear well in theſe wars, his great 
cer Coriolanus being now in no requeſt with his 
country, 

of, He carnct chuſe. I am moſt fortunate, thvs ac - 
cidentally to er counter % You have ended my bu- 
{:reis, and 1 wii! werrily accompany you home. 

Rom. 1 (hall between this and ſupper tell you me a 
Pror ge things from Rome, all tending to the good of 
their yy ertaries, Have you an arn- ready, ſay you ? 

ol. A melt royal one, I1 be cel turions and their 
harges diſtinctly billeted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Ram. I am j-ylul to hear ef their readinefs, and am 
the man I th k that ſhall ſet them in preſent action. 
So, Sir, heartily well met, and moſt gla g of your com- 

at 

* Al. Yeu take my part for me, Sir; I have the mcſt 
cauſe to be glad of your's, 

Rim, Well, let us go together, [Exeunt, 


Enter Coriolanus in wean afparel, diſguis'd and n.ufſea* 


Cor. A goodly city is this Antium.— City, 
J is | that made thy widows: many an heir 
Of theſe fair edifices for my wars 
Hare 1 keard grone, ard drop: ther know: we rot, 
Leſt that thy wives with {j its, and boys with {tures, 
in pur.y battle ſlay ne. — Szve you, Sir! 


Eier a Citizen. 
Cit, And yon, 


Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Aufi- 
Is he in Antium ? | cius lies: 
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Cit. He is, and ſeaſts the Nobles of the late at his 
houſe this night 

Ge. Which 1s his dend beſeech you? 

C:t. This here, before you. 


Cor. Thank you, Sir, Farewell, [ Exit Citizen, 
„% Oh, World, thy (ippery turns! friends now lalt- 
ſworn, 


% Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart 

„% Whoſe hours, whole bed, whole meal and exerciſe 
« Are (till together; who twine (as 'twere) in love 

% Inſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 

© On a diſſenſion of a doit, break out 

1% To bittereſt enmity. So ſfelleit foes, 

% Whoſe paſſions and whoſe plors have broke their ſleep | 
% To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 

* Some trick not worth an egg. hall grow dear friends, 
© And interjoin their iſſues. do, with me ;—— 

My birth- place have I and my lover left; 

Tais enemy's houſe 11! enter; it he lay me, 

He does fair juſtice ; if he give me way, 

I do his country ſervice. [Exit 


5CENE IV. Changes to @ hall in Auf dius s houſe, 
Muſic playr, Enter a ſerving man. 
1 Ser, Wine. wine, wine ! what fervice is here? 
1 chiuk our fellows are afleep. [Extt.. 
| Enter anther Serving man, 

2 Ser. Where's Cotus? my maſter calls for him: 
Cotus. | LZæit. 
Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A goodly bonſe ; the feait ſmells well, but 1 
appear not like a gucit, 
Enter the firſt Serving mau. 


1 Ser. What would you have, friend? whence. are 
you? here's no place tor you: pray go to the door. 


LExit. 
Cor. t have deierv'd no better entertainment, in being 
Coriolanus. L Lide: 
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2 Ser, Whence are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes 
in his head, that he gives entrance to ſach companions ? 
Pray, get you out. 

Cor, Away ! 

2 Ser, Away? get yon away, 

C:r. Now thou'rt troubl-ſ-me. 

2 Ser, Are you fo brave? I'll have you talk'd with 


anon. 
Euter a third Servant. The frit meets him 


3 Ser. What fellow's this? 

1 Ser, A strange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot 
get him out o th” houſe, Pr'ythee call my maſter to 
tm. 

3 Ser, What have you to do here, fellow ? pray you 
avoid the houſe. 

C:y. Let me but Rand, I will not hurt your hearth, 

3 Ser. Mhat are you? 

Cor. A gentleman, 

2 Ser, A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; fol am 

3 Ser pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome other 
Ration, here's no place for you; pray yon avoid: come. 

Cor. Follow your fundtion, go and batten on cold 
bits, [Puſhes bim away /rom him. 

3 Ser. What, will you not? p+*ythee, tell my maſter 
what a ftrange gueit he has here. 

2 Ser. And i "hall. [Exit ſecond Serving-man, 

3 Ser. V here dwel''t thou? 

- Jong Under the canopy. 

3 Ser. Under the canopy ? 

(er. AY. 

3 Ser, Where's that ? 

Cor. I on” city of kites and crows. 

Ser. I' th' city of kites and crows ? what an ass 
is! then thou dwell't with Caws too? 
-r, No, | ierve not thy matter. 

3 Jer. How, Sic! du you med2le with my maſter ? 
C:r y. Os an hoasſter fervice, than to meddic with 
thy miles: thou prat ith, and prat'it; terve with thy 
trncher: heuce. [ Beats bim ani. 
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Enter Aufidius with a Serving man. 


Auf. Where is this fellow ? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, 
but fcr diſturbing the lords within, 
Auf, M hence cow'ilt thuu? what would ſt thou? thy 
name ? 
Why ſpe k ſt not? ſpeak man; what's thy name? 


Cor. If, Tellus, yet thou know it me not, and, ſeeing + 
Doit not yet take me tor the man I am, ſue, 


Neceſſiiy commands me name mytelf. 
Auf. What is thy name? 
Cor. A name unmuſical to Volician ears, 

And harſh ia fouud to thine, 
Auf. Say, whats thy name? 

Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face 

Bears a command in't; theugh thy tackle's torn, 

Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel. What's thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown: know ſt thou me yet? 
Auf. I know thee not; thy name? pin 
Cor My rame is Gaius Marcius, who hath done 

To thee particularly. and ro ail the Volſcians, 

Great aut and miichief; thereto witneſs may 

My ſirname Coriclanus. The painful ſervice, 

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 

Shed for my thaukieis country, are requited 

But with that ſi name: a good memory *, 

And witnels of the malice and diſplealure 

Which thou thauldit bear me, only that name remains. 

Ihe crueity and cavy of the people, 

Permitted by our Caltard nobles, who 

eve a tortowok me, hath gevour'd the reſt, 

And jutter'd me by th” voice of flives to bu 

Hoop'1 out R e. Now, this exiremty 

Hath brought ue to thy hearth : not our of hope 

(Viſtake me not; to fave my life; tor it 

1 had ear dc at „ ol My £10 Wen 1 th world 

I'd have vo. cd iuce buten nere pte 

Ts be full q ut of thee my bat.“ he s, 

Stand 1 bcelure ikee here, 4 hea it chou haſt 
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A heart of wreas in thee, that wilt reven ge 

Thins own particular wrongs, and (op thoſe mains 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee Arai. bt, 
And make my milery ſerve thy turn: ſo uſe ir, 

1 hat my revenpetul ſervices may prove 

As benefits to thee : for 1 will Goh 

Again!t my canker'd country with the ſpleen 

Ot all the under - fiends. But it to be 

Ihqu dar'it not this, and that to prove more fortune: 
Thovu'rt tir'd; then, in a word, I allo am 

Longer to live moſt we-ry, and preſent 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 

W hich not to cut, would thew thee but a tool, 
Since i have ever follow'd thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy thame, unleis 

It be to do thee ſervice. 

Auf. Oh, Marcius, Marcius, 

Lach word thou'ſt ſpoke, bath weeded from my hear 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 

Should from yond cloud ipeak to me things divine, 
And ſay, tis true; I'd not believe them more 

Than thee, all- noble Mau cius. Let me tu ine 

Mine arms about that body, where againſt 

My grained ath an hundred times hath broke, 

And ſcar d the moon with plinters: here | clip 

The anvil of my ſword, ard do conteit 

As hotly and as nobiy with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious itrength I did 

Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou firſt, 

„% ] jov d the maid I married; never man 

„Sig h'd truer breath: but that I lee thee here, 

„% Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart, 

« Than when I firit my wedded mitirers faw 

% Beitride my threſhold, Why, thou Mars! I tell thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 

Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 

Or loſe my arm for t: thou haſt beat e out 
Twelve ſevers] tines, and | have nightly fince 

% Dream d of encounters 'twixt thyleif and me. 


6 We have been down together iu my ſleep, 
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„ Unhnckling helms, Elting ea h other's throat, 
«© And wak'd halt deal with nothing, Worthy Mar- 
Had we nc quarrel elle to Kone, bat that CLcius, 
Thou att thence banith d, we would muiter all 
From twelve to ſeveaty, ani pouring war 
Into the bowels oft nngrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flo'd © erbear. O come, go in 
And take our triendly Senators by th' hands, 
Who now are here, tak ug their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar d azaintt your teriitories, 
Though not tor Rome ittelf. 

Cor, You ble's me, gods! 

Auf. Therefore, molt ab ſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thy owa reveages, cake 
One halt ot my commilſun. and ſet don 
As bell. thou art experienc'd, firce thou knaow'ſt 
Thy country's ſtrength and weakrets, thine own ways! 
Whether to knock ag aint the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſit them in parts re: note, 
To fright them, ere deſtroy. Bit come, come in. 
Let me commend thee fir ſt to thoſe. that ſhall 
Say Tea to thy defires. A thouſand welcomes! 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy: 
Yet, Marcus, that was much. Your hand; moſt 

veilcome ! IExcunt. 


CSzCENKE . Enter two Servants. 


1 Ser. Here's a ſtrange alteration. 

2 Ser. By my kaud, I had thought to have ſtrucken 
him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his 
cloath;z mide a {ajie report of him | 

1 Ser. What an arm he has! he turn'd me about 
with his finger and his thumb, as ohe would tet up 4a 
top. 

2 Ser, Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome» 
thing in him. He had, vir, a hug of tace, methought 
I cannot tell how to terin it, 

1 Ser. lie had fo: lock ug as it were "Would I 
were hanged, but I thoug't chere was more in hin 
than I could think. 

2 Ser. So did |, Ill be {worn : he is ſimply the rare. 
man i' th' world. 
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1 Ser, I think he is; but a greater ſoldier than he, 
you wot one, | 

2 Ser. Who, my maſter ? 

2 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that, 

2 Ser. Worth {ix on him. 

1 Ser, Nay, not ſo neither; but I take him to be the 
greater ſoldier. 

2 Ser. Faith. look you, one cannot tell how to ſay 
— for the detence of a ton our General is excel - 

c. 

1 Ser. Ay, and for an aſſault too. 


Enter a ilird Servant, 
3 Ser. Oh, ſlaves, I can tell you news; news, you 


cals. 

Both. What, what, what? let's partake, 

3 Ser, I would not be a Roman, of all nations. I 
had as licve be a cond can'd man. 

Both. Wherefore? whereſore? 

3 Ser, Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
General, Caius Marcius, 

1 Ser, Vihy co you ſay, thwack our General? 

3 Ser. 1 do not ſay, thwack cur General; but he 
was always good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we arc fellows and friends; he was e · 
ver too hard for him, ! have heard him tay to himſelf. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
truth cn't : before Corioli, he ſcotch d him and notch'd 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broii'd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more cf thy news; 

3 Ser, Why he is ſo made cn here within, as if he 
were {on and heir to Mars: ft at upper end ous 
table; no queſiica aud him by any ot the Senators. 
but they ſtand bald before him. Our General himſ. I 
makes a miltrels of him, far. Cos himſelf with's hands, 
and turns up the white of th' eye to his diſcourſe. But 
the bottom cf the ges is, our General is cut i' tht 
middle, and but ore balf of what he was yeſterday. 
For the other has half, by the intreaty aud graut ci the 
who!z tabic. He'll 20, we ſays, and ſovle the porter 
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of Rome gates by th' ears. He will mow Jown all be- 
fore him, and leave his paſſage poll d. 
2 Ser, And he's as like to do't as any man I can ima- 
ne. 
* 3 Ser, Do't! he will do't: for, look you, Sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies; which friends, Sir, as 
it were, durſt not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as 
we term it) dis friends, whilſt he's in directitude. 

1 Ser, Directitude ! what's that? 

3 Ser, But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his creſt up a- 
gain, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- 
roughs (like conies after rain.) and revel all with him. 

1 Ser, But when goes this torward ? 

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, preiently ; you {hill have 
the drum ſtruck up this aſternoon. *T'is, as it were, a 
parcel of their feait, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their lips. 

2 Ser. Why, then we ſhall have a ſtirring world a- 
gain : this peace is worth nothing, but torult iron, in- 
creaſe tailors, and breed ballad makers. 

1 Ser. Let me have war, ſay I; it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night; tis ſprightly, waking, audible, 
and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, 
mull d, deaf, ſlcepy, inſenſible, a getter of more ba- 
ſtard children than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

2 Ser. "Tis ſo; and as war in ſome fort may be ſaid 
to be a raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser. Reaſon ; becaute they then leſs need one 
« ar other. Ihe wars for my money. I hope to fee 
Romans as cheap as Volicians. 

They are riſing, they are riſing. 
Both, In, in, in, in. [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. A public place in Rome. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him. 
His remedies are tame 1' th' pretent peace 
And quictnefs o th' people, which betore 
Were in wild hurry. Here he makes his friends 
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Bluſh, that the world goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did fuFer by c. beheld 
Diſſenſious numbers peſt' ring ſtreets, than ice 

Our tradeſmen ſinging in cheir ihops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 


Euter Menenius. 


Bru. We ſtood to't in good time. Is this Menenius? 

Sic. Tis he, tis he, O, he is grown molt kind of 
late, Hail, Sir! 

Men. Hail to you both! 
Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, but with 
his friends: the commonwealth doth ſtand, and fo 
would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 
4f he could have temporiz'd, 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing. 

His mother and his wite hear nothing from him. 


Enter three or four citizens. 


Ail. The gods preſerve you both ! 
Sic. Good-e en, neighbours. 
Bru. Good-e en to you all, good- e en to you all. 
1 Cit Ourſelves, our wives, and children, on our 
Are bound to pray tor you boch. [ knees, 
Sic. Live and thrive ! 
Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours. 
We wilh'd Coriolanus had tov'd you, as we did. 
All. Now the gods keep y u 
Bath Tri Farewell, farewell. [Excunt Citizen. 
Sic. T his is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when theſe teilows ran atout the itreets, 
Crying confuſion. 
Bru. Cains Marcius was 
A worthy officer i th' war, but inſolent. 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious patit all thinking, 
Self-loving. 
Sic. And affecting one ſole throne, 
Without afliſttance 
Men. Nay, | think not fo. 
Sic, We had by this, o 22 — 
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If he had forth Conſul, found it fo. 
Bra. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 


Enter Adile. 


Zilile, Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a ſlave whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports, the Volſcians with two ſeveral powers 
Are entered in the Roman territories, 
And with the deepeſt malice of the war 
Deſtroy what lies before em. 

Men. Tis Aufidius, 
Who hearing of our Marcins' baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his horns again into the world; 
Which were inſhell'd when Marcius ſtood for Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. | 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius ? 

Bru. Go ſee this rumourer whipp'd. ft cannot be 
The Volſcians dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot be! , 
We have record, that very well it can; F 
And three examples of the like have been ; 
Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow, 
dur Before you puniſh him, where he heard this; 
zes, Leſt you ſhould chance to whip your information, : 

And beat the meſſenger who bids beware 
Of whar is to be dreaded, 
Sic Tell not me: 
I know this cannot be. 
ent. Bru. Not poſſible. 


Enter a Meſenger. 


Maß. The nobles in great earneitneſs are going 
All to the ſenate houſe; ſome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic, Tis Os. 1 
Go whip him, fore the people's 2 his railing! 
Nothing but his report ! 08 

Me Yes, worthy Sir, 

The fla ves report is teconded, and moro, 
Mot e fearful is delivered. | 
Sic. What more feartul ? 
Vor. VI. 


* 
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Mel. It is ſpoke freely out of many months, 
How probable I do not know, that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a pow'r *gainſt Rome; 
And vows revenge as ſpacious, as between 
1 he young'ſt and oldeſt thing. 

Sic. This is moſt likely ! 

Bru, Rais'd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Gocd Marcius home again. 

Sic, The very trick on't. 

Men, This is unlikely. 

He and Aufidius can no more atone, 
'] han violenteſt contrarĩeties. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Def. You are ſent for to the ſenate, 
A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 
Aſſociated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon ovr territories; and have already 
O'erborn their way, conſum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. | 


Enter Cominius. 


Com. Oh, you have made good work. 

Men, What news ? what news ? 

Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, and 
To melt the city-leads upon your pates, 

To ſee your wives diſhonour'd to your noſes, 

Men, What's the news ? what's the news ? 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement®, and 
Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, the neus? 

You've wade fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
It Marcius ſhould be joined with the Volſcians, —— 

Com, If? he is their pod; he leads them like a thing 
Made by ſome other diety than Nature, 

That ſhapes man better; and they follow him, 
Againſt us brats, with no leſs confidence, 
Than boys „„ 

Or butchers killing fli 

An. You've made good work, 

You and your apron · men; that ſtood ſo much 8 
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Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic-caters. 
Com. He'll hake your Rome about your ears. 


Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mellow fruit: 
You have made fair work ! 


Bru, But is this true, Sir? 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do ſeemingly revolt; and who reſiſt, 

Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant fools. Who is't can blame him? 
Your enemies and his find ſomething in him. 

Men. We're all unJone, unleſs 
The Noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ſhall aſk it? 

The Tribunes caunot do't for ſhame; the people 
Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the wolt 
Does of the ſhepherds : his belt friends, if they 
Shou'd fay, ** Be good to Rome,” they charge him even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv d his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like enemies. 
Men. Tis true. 
If he were putting to my houſe the brand 
Thar would conſume it, I have not the face 
To ſay, **'Beſeech you, ceaſe” Von ve made fair 
You and your crafts! you've crafted fair ! [ hands, 

Com. You've brought 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapable ot help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How? was it we? we lov'd him; but, like 
And coward Nobles, gave way to your cluſters, {[ beats, 
M ho did hoot him out o' th' city, 

Com. But | fear 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The ſecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer. Deſperation 

Is all the policy, ſtrength, and defence, 
That Rome can make againſt the. un. 


$ CE N E Vn. Enter à troop of Citizens, 


len. Here come the cluſters, ——— 
TE 


And is Aufidius with him You are they 
That made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greaſy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus' exile Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. *Tis no matter, 
It he ſhould burn us all into one coal, 

We have deſerv'd-it. 
* Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news, 

1 Cit, For mine own part, 55 
When I faid, Baniſh him; 1 ſaid, Twas pity, 

2 Cit. And ſo did 1. 

3 Cit. And ſo did 1; and to ſay the truth, ſo did ve- 
ry many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt; and 
though we willingly conſented to his baniſhment, yet 
it was againſt our will, 

Com. Y'are goodly things; you, voices !—— 

Men. You bave made good work, 

You and your cry, Shall's to the Capitol ? 


Com. Oh, ay, what elſe ? [Exeunt. 


Sic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd. 
Theſe are a fide that would be glad to have 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 

And ſhew no ſign of tear. 

1 Ct. The pods be good to us: come maſters, let's 
home. I ever ſaid, we were i' th? wrong, when we ba- 
niſhd him. 

2 Cit. So did we all; but come, let's home. 

LExeunt Citizens, 

Bru. 1 do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol; would halt my wealth 
Would buy this for a lye! | 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt Tribancs. 


SCENE VIII. A camp at a ſmall aiftance from Rome. 
Enter Aufidius, with his Lieutenant. 


Aa. Do they Rill fly to th' Roman ? 
Lieut, 1 do not know what witchcraft's in him; but 


but 
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Your ſoldiers uſe him as the grace fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end: 
And you are darken d in this action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now, 
Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot 
Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudly 
Even to my perſon, than i thought he would 
When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his nature 
In that's no changeling, and I mult excule 
What cannot be amended, 

Lieut. Yet | with. Sir, 

(I mean for your particular), you had not 
Join'd in commiſſion with him; but had borne 
he action of yourlclf, or elie to him 

Had left it ſolely. 

Auf. I underſtand thee well; and be thou ſure, . 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not 
What | can urge againſt him: though it ſcems, 
And fo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 
To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly; 
And ſhews good huſbandry tor the Volſcian ſtate, 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 
As draw his ſword ; yet he hath leit undone 
That which ſhall break his neek, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. : 

Lieut. Sir, I beſeech, think you he'll carry Rome 

Auf. All places yield to him ere he fits down, 1 
And the Nobility of Rome are his: 4 
The Senators and Patricians love him too: I 
The Tribunes are no ſoldiers : and their people 
Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 
To expel him thence, +. think he'll be to Rome 
As is the ofprey to the fiſh, who takes i. 

By ſovereiguty of nature. Firſt, he was 

A noble ſervant to them: but he could not 

Carry his honours even; whether pride, 

(Which out of daily fortune ever taints 

The hoppy man); whether defect of judgment, 

(To fail iu the diſpoſing of thoſe chances 

Wahereot he was the lord) or whether niture, , 

(Not co be other than one thing ; not moving 
11 3. | 
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From th” caſk to th' cuſhion ; but commanding peace ] 
Fven with the ſame auſterity aud garb, ' 
As ke controll d the war); but one of theſe, 

(As he hath ſpices of them all), not all, 

For 1 dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 1 
So hated, and fo baniſh'd 5 but he has merit 1 
To choxe it in th' utt'rance; ſo our virtues ( 
Lie in th' interpretation of the time; 1 
And power, unto itſelf molt commendable, 4 
Hath not a tomb ſo evident, as a chair 

'T* extol what it hath done, WS 
One fire drives out one fire ; one vail, one nail; 4 
Rights by right foiled, ſtrengrhs by ſtrengths do fail. ? 
Come, let's away ; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 4 
Thou'rt poor 'i of all, then il. ortly att thou mine. [ Ex-. 


| Hi ks 7s. S CHEW EL 
A public place in Rome. 
Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with others, 


Men. N O, I'll not go: you hear what he hath ſaid 
Which was ſometime his General, who 
In a mol dear particular, He c#ll'd me father : [ lov'd him 
But what o' that? Go, you that baniſh'd him, t 
A mile before his tent, fall down, and knee 
The way into his mercy. Nay. if be coyd R 
To bear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home. L 
Com, He would not ſeem to know me. B 
V 
N 
A 


Men. Do you hear? 

C:n. Vet one time he did call me by my name : 
1 urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not -; {wer to; forbad all names; 
He was a kind of nothing, titleleſs, } 
Till he had forg d himſelt a name o' th fire A 
Ot burning Kome. «« 

Men. W ky, lo; you've made good work: 


A pair of Tribunes, that have reck'd for Rome, 7 10 
To make coals cheap: a noble memory ! « 
Com, I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon T 


V hen it was leatt cxpedted. He reply'd, 


. 
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It was a bare “ petition of a ſtate 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 

Men. Very well, could he fay leſs? 

Com. | offered to awaken his regard 
For's private friends, His anſwer to me was, 
He could not (tay to pick thera in a pile 
Of noiſome mully chaff. He ſaid, twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburat, 
And ſtill to noſe th' offence. 

Men. For one poor grain or two ? 
I'm one of thoſe : his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains ; 
You are the muity chat; and you are imelt 
Above the moon, We mult be burnt for you, 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: it you retuſe your aid 
In this ſo-never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid's with our diilreis. But, ture, if you 
Would be your countiy's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſlant army we can make, 
Might ſtop our country man. | 

Men. No: I'll not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you go to hum. 

Men. What ſhould 1 do? 

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, tow'rds Marcius, 

Men. Well, and ſay, that Marcius 
Return me, as Commivs is return'd, 
Unheard: (what then :) 
But as a diſcontented triend, grief-ſhot - 
With his unkindneis. Say't be fo ? 

Sic. Yet your good will 
Matt have that thanks froin Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well, 

Men. I'll undertake it: 


I think he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 


And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 

« He was not taken well, he had not dm d. 

« The veins unfill d, our blocd 1s cold, and then 

« We powt upon the moruing, are unapt 

« To give or to forg've; but when we ve ſtuff d 

« Theie pies, and theie Conve) ances ot blood 
Fare, for near, Iggarly, 
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« With wine and feeding. we have ſuppler ſouls 
« Than in our prieſt-like falls; therefore I'll watch 
« Till he be dieted to my requeſt, Chin 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 
Bru. You know the very road into his kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe your way. 
Men. Good faith I'll prove him, 
Speed how it will, You ſhall ere long have knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. [ Exit» 
Com, He'll never hear him, 
Sic, Not? 
Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, bis eye 
Red as twould burn Rome; and his injury 
The goaler to his pity, 1 kneel 'd before bim, 
*T was very faintly he ſaid, Riſe : diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechlefs hand. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, not yield to new conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother 
* wife, who (as I hear) mean to ſollicit him, 
Force mercy to his country. Therefore hence, 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on, [ Exeurt. 


SCENE IL Changes to the Volſcian camp. 
Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 


1 Watch. Stay; whence are you? 

2 Match. Stand, and go back. 

Men, You guard like men, tis well, But, by your 
I am an oſſicer of ſtate, and come leave, 
To ſpeak with Coriolanus. 

1 Watch. Whence ? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 Watch. You may not paſs, you mult return : our 


Will no more hear from thence. { General 
2 Watch. You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with fire, 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolagus, [ betore 


Men. Good my fricnds, 
If you have hcard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his iriend: there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd vour ears; it /\[enonius. 


1 Watch. Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your name 
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Is not here paſſable, 
| Men. | tell thee, fellow, 
| Thy General is my lover: I have been 
The bock of his gond acts; wherice men have read 
His fame unparallel d haply amplified : 
For I have ever narrified “ my friends, 
(Of whom he's chief), with all the ſize that verity 
Would without lapſiug tufler : nay ſo:netimes, 
. Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground, 
I've tumbled palt the throw, and in his praiſe 
Have almoit ſt -mp'd the leaſing. Therelore, fellow, 
] muſt have leave to paſs. 

1 Watch. Faith, dir, if you had told as many lyes 
in his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, 
you ſhould not paſs here: no, thwgh it were as vir» 
tuous to lye, as to live chaſtly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me- 
a—__ always factionary ot the party of your Ge- 
neral. 

2 Waich Howſoever you have been his lyar, (as you. 
ſay you have), I am one that, telling true under him, 
mult ſay, you cannot paſs. Therefore go back. 

Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou tell? for I would not 
ſpeak with him till after dinner. 

1 iVatch. You are a Roman, are you? 

Mer. I am as thy General is. 

1 {Fatch. Then you ſhould bate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have. puſh'd out of your gates the 
Cr very detender of them, and, in a violent popular igno- | 
e, rance, given your enemy your ſhield, think to front 

his revenges with the eaſy groans of old women, the vir- 

inal palms F of your daughters, or with the paltied 

interceſſion of ſuch a decay'd dotard as you ſeem to be? 

ur Can you think to blow out the intended fire your city. 
al is ready to flame in, with ſach weak breath as this? 
re 


i. e. made thcir encomium. 

+ By wirginal paſms wey be endeifiood the holding vp the hands 
in ſupplicatizn. But as this ſcuſc is cold, and gives rs even a di- 
culous idea; and as the paſſions of the tfeveral intercefſors ſeem in- 
tended to be here repreſented, perhaps Shakeſpear might write pays. 
net or fames, i. c. ſuooning fits, trum the French, Pi ue, On 
baue. 
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No, you are deceiv d; therefore back to Rome, and 
prepare for your execution; you are condemn'd, our 
General has ſworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he 
would uſe me with eſtimation, 

1 Watch. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy General. 

1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, 1 
ſay, go; leſt i let forth your half pint of blood: that's 
the utmolt of your having. Back, back. 

Men, Nay, but tellow, fellow. 


Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius. 


Cor. What's the matter ? 

Merz. Now, you companion, Ill ſay an errand for 
you ; you ſhall know now that 1 am in eſtimation ; 
you ſhall perceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me 
rom my fon Coriolanus; gueſs by my entertainment 
with him; if thou ſtand'ſt not i“ th* Rate of hanging, 
or of ſome death more long in ſpectatorſhip, and cru - 
eller in ſuffering, behold now preſeatly, and ſwoon for 
what's to come upon thee,—— The glorious gods fit 
in hourly ſynod about thy particular proſperity, and 
love thee no worſe than thy old father Menenius does! 
Oh my ſon, my fon ! thou art preparing fire for us; look 
„ here's water to quench it. I was kardly mov'd to 
come to thee, but being aſſured, none but myſelf could 
move thee, I have been blown out of our gates with 
fighs ; and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy peti · 
tionary countrymen, The good gods afſ»ag> thy wrath, 
and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here; this, 
who, like 3 block, hath denied my <cceis to thee —— 

Cor. Away! 

Men. How, away? 

Cor, Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are ſervanted to others: though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiſſion hes 
In Volſcian brealls. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate Forgetfulneſs (hall priſon, rather 
Than Pity note how mu<ch.—— Therefore be gone; 
Nine ears againſt your ſuits are Hronger, than 
Your gates againſt my force. Vet, tor | lov'd thee, 


Take this along; I write it ſor thy lake, [Gives him a letter. 
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Ard would have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 

I will not hear thee ſpeak. —T his man, Aufidius, 

Was my belov'd in Rome; yet thou behold'it —— 
Auf. You keep a conitant temper. LExeunt. 


Manent the guard and Menenius. 


1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 Watch. Tis a ſpell, you fee, of much power: you 
know the way home again. 

1 Watch. Do you hear, how we are ſhent ſor keep- 
ing your Greatneſs back ? 

2 Watch. What cauſe do you think I have to ſwoon ? 

Men. I neither care for the world, nor your Gene- 
ral : for ſuch things as you, I can ſcarce think there's 
any, y'are ſo flight. He that hath a will to die by 
himielf, fears it not from another, Let your General 
do his worlt: for you, be what you are, long; and 
your miſery increaſe with your age! I ſay to you, as [ 
was ſaid to, Away [ Exit, 

1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General, He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind-thakena. [Ex. Watch. 


SCENE III. Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 


Cor, We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our hoſt, My partner in this action, 
You mult report to the Volſcian Lords, how plainly 
I've born this buſineis. 
Auf. Only their ends you have reſpected ; ſtopt 
Your ears againſt the general ſwt of Rome; 
Never admitted private whiſper, no, 
Not with tuch friends that thought them ſure of you, 
Cor. 1 his laſt cld man, 
Who:n with a crack'd heart 1 have ſent to Rome, 
Lov'd me abcove the meaſure of a father; 
Nay, godced me indeed, I heir lateſt refuge 
Vas to ſend him; for whole old love, I have 
(Tho- t thew's fourly to him) once more offer'd 
The firſi conditions, (which they did refuſe, 
And cannot nuw accept), to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: a very little 
I've yielded to. Freſh embaſly, and ſuits, 
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Nor from the ſtate, nor private friends, hereafter 


Will 1 lend ear to,—Ha! what ſhout is this? 
[ Shout within. 


In the ſame time tis made? I will ot: 


- Shall | be tempted to infringe my vow, 


Enter Viegilia, Volumnia, Valeria, youtg Marcius, 


with Attendants, all in mourning. 


My wife comes foremoſt ; then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection! 
all bond and privilege of nature break! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. 

What is that curtſy worth ? or thoſe doves eyes, 
Which can make gods forfworn ? 1 melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger earth than others : my mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a molehill ſhould 

In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 

„% Hath an aipect of interceſſion, which 

« Great nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volſcians 

% Plow Rome, and harrow italy; l' never 

*« Be ſuch a goſling to obey inſtinct; but ſtand 

«« As if a man were author of himſelf, 


% And knew no other kin. 


Virg. My lord and buſband! 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you thiak to. 
Cor. Like a dulf actor now, 
% I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
% Even to a full diſgrace, Beit cf my fleſh, 
« Forgive my tyranny ; but do not fay, 
« For that, Forgive our Romans, O, a kiſs 
« Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge 
« Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kiſs 
« J carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
% Hath virgin'd it e er fince. You gods! I prate ; 
% And the n:oft nobſe mother of the world 


__« Leave unſaluted: fink, my knee, i tt earth ; [Kneels. 


Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhe w 
Than that of common ſons. 
Fol. O ttand up bleis d 
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Whilſt with no ſofter cuſhion than the flint 
1 kneel before thee, and unproperly 
Shew duty as miſtaken all the while LNrcels. 
Between the child and parent. 
Cor. What is this? 
Your knees to me ? to your corrected ſon? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the ſtars: then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gaiaſt the fiery ſun ; 
Murd'ring impcſlibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 
Vol. Thou art my warrior, 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady? 
Cor The noble ſiſter of Poplicola, 
« The moon of Rome; chalte as the icicle, 
1% That's curled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, ? 
« And hangs on Dian s temple. Dear Valeria 
Vel. This is a poor epitome of your's, 
| [ Shewwing young Marcius, 
WM hich by th' interpretation of full time, 
May ſhew like all yourſelf. 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, 
«© With the content of ſupreme Jove, inform 
% Thy thoughrs with noblenels, that thou may'ſt prove 
% To tha. e invulnerable, and ſtick i th' wars 
% Like 4 great ſea-mark. ſtanding every flaw, 
« And ſaving thole that eye thee !”? 
Vol Your knee, firrah, 
Cor. That's my brave boy. 
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. 
Cor. | beſt ech you, peace: 
Or. if you'd atk, ren«m'er this before ; 
' be thing 1 have forrworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not Lid me 
Diimiſs my ſoldiers, or capr ulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics Tell me not 
W heremw 1 ſeem vnnatural: defire rot 
T allay my rapes and revenges, with 
Your colder feaſons. 
A Vol y no more; no more: 
cu ve ſaid, you will pot grent us any thi 
vor, vi. 3 * 
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For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 

Which you deny already: yet we will aſk, 

That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 

May hang vpon your hardneſs; therefore hear us. 
Cor, Avufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for we'll 

He:r nought from Rome in private. Your requeſt ? 
Vol. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our raiment 

And ſtate of bodies would bewray what life 

We've led ſince thy exile. ** Think with thyſelf, 

How more unfortunate than all living women 

Are we come hither ; ſince thy fight, which ſhould 

% Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 

comforts, : 

** Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſor- 

«+ Making the mother, wife, and child to fee, Crow; 

« The ſon, the huſband, and the father tearing 

« His country's bowels out: and to poor we, 

4% Thine enmity's moſt capital; thou barr'ſt us 

% Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 

« That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we, for our country pray, 

Whereto we're bot:nd, together with thy victory, 

Whereto we're bound ? Alack ! or we muſt loſe 

The country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 

Qur comfort in the country, We mult find 

An eminent calamity, tho' we had 

Our wiſh, which fide ſhou'd win. For either thou 

„% Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 

« With manacles along our ſtreets; or elſe 

% Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 

« And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 

« Thy wife and children's blood. For myſelf, ſon, 

«« put poſe not to wait on fortune, till 

« Theſe wars determine. If I can't perſuade thee 

Rather to ſhew a'noble grace to both parts, 

Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 

March to aſſault thy country, than totread 

(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 

'T hat brought thee to this world, 
Virg. Ay, and mine too, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 

Living to time, 
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Boy. ** He ſhall not tread on me: 
« J run away till Paz bigger, but then I'll fight,” 
Cor. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to ſee : 
I've fat too long. 
Val. Nay, go not from us thus. 
If it were ſo. that our requelt did tend 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deitroy 
The Volſcians whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poiſonous of your honour, No; our ſuit 
Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volſcians 
May fay, This mercy we have ſhew'd; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd; and each in either file 
Give the all-hail to thee; and cry, Be bleſs'd 
For making up this peace! Thou know'ſt, great ſon, 
The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a name, 
Whoſe repetitioa will be dogg d with curſes ; 
Whoſe chronicle thus writ, * The man was noble 
* But with his lait attempt he wip'd it out, 
* Deſtroy'd his country, and his name remains 
To th' enſuing age abhorr d.“ Speak to me, ſon: 
Thou halt affected the firſt ſtrains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods; 
Who tear with thunder the wide cheeks a' th' air, 
And yet do charge their ſulphur with a bolt, ; 
That ſhould but rive an oak. Why dot not ſpeak ? 
Thick ſt thou it honourable for a Noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, ſpeak you: 
He cares not for your weepin gz. Speak thou, boy; 
Perhaps thy childiſhneſs will move him more 
Than can our reaſons. There's uo man in the world 
More bound to's mother; yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i' th' ſtocks. Thou'lt never ia thy lite 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courtely ; 
When the, (poor hen), fond of no ſecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fately home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my r<quelt s unjult, 
And ipurn me back: but it it be not fo, 
Thou art not honeit, and the gods wiil plague thee, 
That thou reitcaia'it from 17 the duty which 
ꝙXK K 2 
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To a mother's part belongs He turns away: 
Down, Ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 
'Tos ſirname Coriolamus longs more pride, 
Than piry to cur prayers, Down, and end; 
"This is the la't. So we will hone to Rome, 
An die amg var neighbours: nay, behold us. 
This boy that cannot teil what he would have, 
Bet kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength 
Than thou h»it !o deny't. Come, let us go: 
"This fellow hai a Volician to his mother 
His witz is in Cortoli; and this child 
Like bier by chance: yet give us our diſpatch, 
I'm huſh d, until our city be afire; 
And then I'll freak a little. 
Cor. O mzother, mother! 
[ Holds ber by the hands, filent. 
% What have you done? Behold, the heav'ns do ope, 
„Ihe gods lock down, and this unnatural ſcene 
* They lauzh at. Ob, my mother, mother! oh! 
You've won a happy vidory to Rome: 
But for your ſon, believe it, oh, believe it, 
Mot dang'roufly you have with him prevail'd, 
If rot moſt mortal to him. Let it come. 
Aufdius, though I cannot make true wars, 
VI frame convenient peace. Now, good Auſidius, 
Were you in my ſtead, ſay, would vou have heard 
A mother leſs? or granted leſs, Aufidius ? 
Auf. I too was mov d. 
Cor. I dare be ſworn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to ſweat compaſſion. But, good S:r, 
W hat peace you II make, adviſe me: for my part 
L It not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you 
Stand ro me in this cauſe, O mother! wife! 
Auf. I'm glad thou'lt ſet thy mercy and thy honour 
At difference in thee ; out of that i'll work 


* {cit my former fortune. [ AAde. 
Cr. Ay, by and by; but we will drink . 
And you (hall bear Te Vol. virg. Cc. 


A better witneis back than WY which we, 
On like conditions, will have counterical'd, 
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Come, enter with us. 

Auf. Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a temple built you: all the ſwords 


In Italy, and her confederate arms, 
Could not have made this peace. [ Excaunt, 


SCENE IV. The Forum in Rome, 


Enter Menenius and Sicinius, 


Men. See you yond coin o th' Capitol, yond corner- 
tone? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, 
eſpecially his mother, may prevail with him. But | 
ſay there is no hope int; our throats are lentenc'd, 
and (tay upon execution. 

Bo Sic. Is't poſſible, that fo ſhort a time can alter the 
condition of a man ? 

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but - 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub: this Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon; ke has wings, he's more. 
than a creepiag thing. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly, 

Men. 50 did he me: aud he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an <ight-years-ol.l horte“. Tee 
tartnels of his face ſours ripe grapes. When he walks, 
he moves like an engine, and the ground thrinks betore 
his treadiag. He is able to pierce a coriter with his 
eye; talks like a kneil, and his hum is 4 battery. He 
fits in his ſtate as a thing made for Alexander, What 
he bids be done, is fiwih'd with his bi-!ding. He wants 
nothing ot a god, but eternity. ud a heaven to thront in. 

Sic. Yes. mercy, if you port him truly, 

Men. 1 paut aim in the cuaratter: Mark, what mer- 
* cy his ther thail bring from him : there is no wore 

mercy in aun. than there is milk in 4 male tyger ; chat 
TA ſhall our poor city find; and all this is long ot you, 
of Sec. Ihe goss be good unto us! 

Men No, in luch a caie the gods will not be good 

unto us. When we bann d iu, we rcipetted uot. 


* Subintelligitur, rememlecrs lis «amy 
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them; and he returning to break our necks, they reſpect 
not us. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


M.. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houſe ; 
The Plebeians have got your fellow tribune, 
And hale him up and down; all ſwearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'll give him death by inches. 


Erter another Meſſenger, 
Sig. What's the news? 


Meß. Good news, good news; the ladies have pre- 
I he Vclicians are diſlodg'd, and Marcius gone, [vail'd 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulſion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Ar t certain this is true? is it moſt certain? 

Meß. As certain as I know the ſun is fire. 

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne'er through an arch ſo hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through th' gates. Why, hark you; 

[ Trumpets, —— drums beat, all together. 
The trumpets, ſackbuts, pſalteries, and fite:, 
Tabors and cymbals, and the thouting Romans 
Make the jun dance, Hark you! [4 Sou within, 

Men. This is good news. 
1 will go meet the ladies. I his Vo!umnia 
Is worch of Conſuls, Senators, Pat, i Icians, 
A city full; of Tribunes, ſuch as you, 
A tea and land full, You've pray'd well to day. 
This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats 
1'd cot have given a doit. Hark, how they joy! 
| [Sound ftill, with the ſhouts, 


Sie. Firſt, the gods bleſs you for your tidings! next, 
Accept my thankfulneſs. 


Mall. vir, we have all great cauſe to give greatthanks, 
Sic. They're near the city ? 


N17 \lmnoſt at point to enter. | 
Sec. We il met them, and help the joy. [Exeurt, 
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Euter two Senators, with the Ladies, paſſing over the flage z 
with other Lords. 


Sen Behold our patronels, the lite of Rome: 
Call all your tribes together, praile the gods, 
And make triumphaut tires: lirew flowers before them. 
Unihouc the role that banith's Marcius; 
Rep:al him with the welcome of his mower, 
Cry, Welcome, Ladies, welcome ! 
All, Welcome, Ladies, welcome ! — [Exennt, 
LA fiouri//) with drums and trumpets, 


SCENE V. Charges de a public place in znliants 
Enter Tullus 4utiliis, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the Lords o th' city, am here. 
Deliver them this paper: having read it, 
Bid them repair to ch mat ket place, where I, 
Even in theirs ave in the commons' Cars, 
Will vouch the truth of ut. He 1 accute, 
The city ports by this hath ter d; and 
Intends t appeur before the people, hoping come! 
10 purge huuntelt with words, DuUpatcu, Molt wel- 


Enter three or ſour Conſpirators of Aufidius' faction. 


1 Con. How is it with our General ? 
Auf. Even lo, 
As with a man by his own alas impoiſon'd, 
And with his charity f{lua, 
2 Con, Moſt Noble dir, 
If you hold the tame intent wherein 
You w:th'd us parties, we ll deliver you 
Of your great danger, 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell 
Me mult proceed, as we Co find the people. 
Con. The people will remain vacertaia, whillt 
*Twixt you there s difierence ; bar the tall of either 
Makes the 1turvivor heir ot ail, 
Auf. I know it; 
And wy pretext to Hrike at him {dmits 
A good contiruction, I rates him, and pawn'd 
Ne bogour tor his uutt; who being fo heighten'd 
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He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Sedue in ſo my friends: and to this end 
He bow d his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and fierce. 
3 Cn. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 
When he did ſtand for Conſul, which ke loft 
By lack of ſtooping 
Auf, That I would have ſpoke of. 
Being baniſh'd for't, he came unto my heart, 
Preſented to my knife his throat, I took him, 
Made him joint ſervant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own deſires; nay, let him chaſe 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplith, 
My belt and freſheſt men; terv'd his deſignments 
In mine own perſon; holp to reap the fame 
Which he did make all his; and took ſome pride 
To do myſelf this wrong; till, at the laſt, 
I ſeem'd his tollower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 
1 Cen. So he did, my Lord. 
The army marvell d at it, and, at laſt, 
Whea he had c2r:i:4 Rome, ard that we looked 
For no leſs ſpoĩi than glory 
Auf. There was it; 
(For which my ſinews ſha be ftretch'd upon him): 
« t a few drops oi womens racun, which are 
&« As cheap as lies, he fold the blo! aud labuur 
% Of our great aGon ; thereicre hall he die, 
And Fil renew me :n his fall But, Lack ! 


Coriclanus, Act 5. 


[Drums and trumpets ſouud, with great ſhout: of 


the peopie. 

1 Con Your native town you enter'd like a poſt, 
And had no welcomes e: but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noe. 

2 Con. ud paticut fools, 
Whole child:en be hath ſlain, their baſe throats tear, 
Givin; him glory. 

3 Gon. Lbcetire, at your vantage, 
Etc he cxpieis hne lf, r move the people 
Mich what he wouly 1%, wet ui tee y d. ſword, 
Munz We Wil cn. MN nc lies along, 
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After your way his tale pronounc'd ſhall bury 


His rea ons with his body. 
Auf. ay no more, 
Here come the Lords. 


Enter the Lords of the city. 


All Lords. You're mot welcome home. 
Auf. | have not deterv'd it. 
But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What t have writiea to you? : 
All. We have. 
F 1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What 1taults he made before the laſt, I think 
Might have found ealy tines: but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
1 he benefit of our levies, antwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding ; this admits no excuic, 
Auf. He approaches, you thall hear hun. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Coriolanus, merching ith drums and evlours, 


* 


the Commons being with bam. 


Cor. Hail, Lords; I am return d, your ſoldier ; 
No more inſected with my count y's love, 
Than when 1 parted hence, but ul jubſiſting 
Under your great command. You are to Kno... 
That proſperoully i have attempted, aad 
With bloody petlaye led yuur wars, cven to 
T he gates of Koume. Our {pyils we have brought home, 
Do more than counterpuie, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We've made peace 
With no leſs honour to the Autiates, 
Than ſtan.c to th Rouuns : and we here deliver, 
Subſcribed by the Contuls anc Patriciaus, 
Together with ihe {cal e ts icuale, what 
Me have compounced ou. 

Auf, Kead it net, Noble Lords; 
But tell the traitor, in the higuelt degtee 
He bath Aabus'd yuur powers, 

Gor, I riitor |= hew aW. 
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396 Coriolanus, Act 5. 


Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor, Marcius! 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Cains Marcius; doſt thou think, 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtol n name 
Coriolanus in Corioli ? | 
Yeu Lords and heads o' th' tate, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up 
For certain drops of ſalt your city Rome ! 

I fay, your city, to his wife and mother; 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 

A twiſt of rotten ilk, never admitting 
Counſel o' th' war; but at his nurſe's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at other. 

Cor. Hear'ſt thou, Mars! 

Auf. Name not the god ! thou boy of tears ! 

Cor. Ha! 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Meaſureleſs lyar, thou haſt made my heart 


Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O flve !—— 


Pardon me, Lords, 'tis the firſt time that ever 
I'm forc'd to ſcold. Your judgments, my grave Lords, 
Muſt give this cur the lye ; and his own notion 
(M ho wears my ſtripes impreſs'd upon him. that 
Muſt bear my beating to his grave) ſhall join 
To thrult the lye unto him. 
1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Yolſcians, men and lads, 


Stain all your edges in me. Boy? falſe hound 


If you have writ your annals true, tis there 
That, like an eagle in a dovecote, I | 
Flutter'd your Volſcians in Corioli, 
Alone I did it. Boy! 
Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, 
*Fore your own eyes and ears ? 
Al! Con. Let him die for't. 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it preſently, 
He kill'd my ſon, —my daughter, —kill'd my couſin, — 
He kill'd my father, — [The croud ſpeak promiſcuouſly. 
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2 Lord. Peace,—no outrage—peace— 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o' th” earth; his laſt offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 

And trouble not the peace, 

Cor. O that I had him, 

With fix Aufidius's, or more, his tribe, 
To uſe my lawful ſword —— 

Auf inſolent villain ! 

AI Cen. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, him. 

[The Conſpirators all draw, and kill Marcius, who 
falls, and Aufidius lands on him, 

Lords Hold, hold, hold, hold, 

Auf. My Noble Maſters, hear me ſpeak. 

1 Lord, O Tullus 

2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord Tread not upon him—Maſters all be quiet ; 
Put up your ſwords. 

Auf. My Lords, when you ſhall know (as, in this rage 
Provok'd by him, you carnot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cur off, Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your ſenate, I'll deliver 
Myſelf your loyal ſervant, or endure 
Your heavieſt cenſure. 

1 Lord, Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn you tor him Let hin be regarded 
As the moſt noble corſe that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn 

2 Lord, His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidivs a great part of blame. 

Let's make the beſt of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 

And i am ſtruck with iorrow. Take him up: 
Help, three o' th' chicteſt foldiers ; I'll be one. 
Beat thou the drum, that it ſpeak mourntully. 

Trail your ſteel pikes. Though in this city he 

Hath wicowed and unchilded many a one, 


| Which to this hour bewail the injury, 


Yet he ſhall bave a coble memory 
[Exe, bearing Marcius s body. A dead march ſounded, 
The end of the SIXTH VOLUME, 
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